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I have  been  asked  to  say  a few  prefatory 
words  about  Dr.  Ben  Reitman’s  remarkable 
book.  When  I was  shown  the  advance  sheets 
of  The  Second  Oldest  Profession , I saw  at 
once  that  here  is  first-hand  stuff,  very  different 
from  most  of  the  “Revelations”  of  the  under- 
world that  have  these  last  years  been  turned 
out  in  such  quantities  by  the  fertile  minds  of 
imaginative  book-makers. 

Dr.  Reitman’s  acquaintance  has  been  with 
prostitutes  and  pimps  practising  in  America; 
but  the  psychology  of  British  prostitutes  and 
their  “business  managers”  is  not  very  different. 
Of  course,  commercial  sex  services  have  never 
been  so  elaborately  organized  in  this  country 
as  in  the  States,  but  they  have  always  been, 
and  are  even  to-day,  far  more  widespread  than 
most  people  suppose.  Official  statistics  of 
prostitution  have  no  value  whatever;  more- 
over, the  “form”  of  prostitution  (as  well  as  the 
total  volume)  has  markedly  changed  since  the 
war.  The  “one-man  business”  controlled  by 
the  pimp  is  still  fairly  common,  but  new  and 
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subtler  methods  of  body-letting  and  body- 
hiring have  largely  replaced  the  old  frank 
fixed-price  system.  We  have  our  equivalents 
of  the  nautch-girls  of  India,  the  sing-song  girls 
of  China  and  the  geisha-girls  of  Japan. 
Night  clubs,  cabarets,  road-houses,  massage 
establishments  and  tea  rooms  not  infrequently 
have  as  the  chief  reason  for  their  existence  their 
capacity  to  provide,  a little  less  crudely,  the 
amenities  of  the  traditional  brothel. 

Yet  those  of  us  who  are  old  enough  to  be  able 
to  make  a comparison,  and  sufficiently  behind 
the  scenes  to  know  the  facts,  can  but  be 
impressed  by  the  marked  decline  in  full-time 
professional  prostitution  since  1918.  This 
slump  is,  of  course,  mainly  accounted  for  by 
the  increase  in  the  number  of  “emancipated5 
promiscuous  amateurs  and  part-timers;  for 
prostitution  has  been  taken  up  as  a part-time 
occupation  by  thousands  of  women  who  rely 
on  ordinary  industry  to  provide  their  basic 
necessary  income,  but  look  to  their  sex-appeal 
to  furnish  them  with  luxuries  and  amusements 
which  they  could  not  otherwise  pay  for. 

It  is  easy  to  understand,  and,  to  some  extent, 
sympathize  with,  the  indignation  with  which 
the  established  prostitute  regards  this  new 
rivalry.  It  is  an  attitude  almost  exactly 
corresponding  with  that  of  all  professional 
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groups  towards  those  whom  they  regard  as 
blacklegs.  In  this  instance,  the  professional 
is  bound  to  be  beaten.  She  brings  to  her 
craft  no  peculiar  gifts,  no  tediously  learned 
technique.  Three  times  out  of  four,  it  is  her 
very  placidity — physiological  and  psychical — 
that  has  made  it  easy  for  her  to  follow  her 
vocation.  There  are  exceptions,  but  they  are 
rare.  Most  prostitutes  are  vain,  mentally 
childish,  unaesthetic,  insensitive,  though  often 
affectionate,  creatures.  They  are  usually  not 
so  much  selfish  as  unimaginative;  and,  strange 
as  it  may  seem,  they  are  the  most  conventional 
of  womenkind. 

I well  remember  a little  pre-war  incident, 
which  is  typical  of  the  lady-likeness  of  the 
professional  whore.  I met  one  morning,  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Coventry  Street,  a young 
woman  artist  of  my  acquaintance  whom  I 
had  not  seen  for  a couple  of  years.  We  had 
much  to  talk  about,  and  dropped  in  at  the  old 
Cafe  de  PEurope,  in  Leicester  Square,  to  have 
a cup  of  coffee  and  a cigarette.  English  women 
were  but  just  beginning  to  smoke  in  public. 
There  was  at  that  hour  of  the  morning  only  one 
other  occupant  of  the  room — an  obvious  profes- 
sional, in  those  days  easily  recognized  as  such. 
Within  a couple  of  minutes,  the  waiter  came  and 
apologetically  asked  my  friend  not  to  smoke, 
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as  “the  other  lady  objects  to  women  smoking 
in  public.”  Conventions  change,  but  attitudes 
remain  fairly  constant;  and,  again  and  again, 
one  comes  across  examples  in  Dr.  Reitman’s 
book  both  of  the  childish  vanity  and  of  the 
servitude  to  convention  of  the  old-time,  un- 
lettered prostitute. 

The  fact  is,  that  the  greater  number  of 
prostitutes  are  such,  not  because  they  are  by 
nature  what  the  world  calls  “bad  women,” 
but  because  they  rank  luxury  and  show  even 
more  highly  than  respectability  and  self- 
righteousness.  Incidentally,  though  usually 
they  have  little  taste  for  their  own  job,  they 
find  it  less  exhausting,  less  boring,  and  even 
less  soul-destroying  than  ten  hours  a day 
steady  laundry  work  or  tailoring.  But  I have 
never  known  a prostitute  who  has  been  in 
practice  even  for  so  long  as  a couple  of  years, 
who  has  not  looked  forward  to  the  time  when 
she  could  afford  to  retire  into  private  life. 
Only  the  other  day,  a young  woman,  not  yet 
twenty-six  years  old,  who  is  not  in  the  ordinary 
sense  “on  the  streets,”  yet  has  a well-secured 
clientele,  told  me  that  she  was  determined  to 
retire  as  soon  as  she  had  £5,000  in  the  bank. 
She  added  that  she  needed  but  a few  hundreds 
to  bring  her  up  to  her  financial  goal.  She 
meant  it,  and  I feel  confident  that  in  some  one 
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of  England’s  provincial  towns  she  will  one  day 
settle  down  as  a light  of  the  local  Y.W.C.A. 

In  London  and  in  all  the  other  cities  and 
towns  of  England,  as  well  as  in  many  of  its 
villages,  prostitution  is  still  to  be  numbered 
among  local  industries;  yet,  I am  sure  that  it 
is  a doomed  industry.  In  my  student  days, 
which  were  many  years  pre-war,  at  least 
50  per  cent,  of  my-fellow  students  patronized 
prostitutes  at  varying  intervals.  To-day,  I 
doubt  if  the  same  can  be  said  of  10  per  cent, 
of  students  or  of  other  young  men  of  their 
class.  In  this  fourth  decade  of  the  twentieth 
century,  so  far  as  England,  America,  and 
Western  Europe  are  concerned,  it  is  no  longer 
on  the  biological  urge  of  youth  that  prostitutes 
trade,  but  on  the  “habit”  of  the  middle-aged 
married  man,  with  whose  libidinousness  his 
wife  has  failed  to  keep  pace.  We  are  told  that 
in  America,  “prostitutes  everywhere  report 
that  their  trade  is  in  large  measure  financed 
by  married  men,  who,  weary  of  the  indifference 
or  antagonism  of  their  wives,  turn  to  public 
women  for  sympathy  and  gratification.  And 
M.  Veillard  recorded  in  his  book,  La 
Prostitution , that  “//  est  notoire  que  la  tres  grande 
majorite  des  habitues  des  maisons  de  prostitution  sont 
les  hommes  mariesP 

It  has  been  estimated  that  there  are  in  1935 
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anything  between  30,000  and  50,000  full-time 
professional  prostitutes  practising  in  London. 
This  is,  of  course,  exclusive  of  the  aforesaid 
numberless  young  women  who  are  always 
ready  for,  and  fishing  for,  joy-rides,  supper 
invitations  and  adventures,  the  almost  inevit- 
able price  of  which  is  fully  realized. 

But,  after  all,  this  book  is  not  primarily 
about  prostitutes,  but  about  pimps.  The  pimp, 
as  he  exists  in  America,  and  in  smaller  numbers 
in  England,  is  something  more  than,  and 
different  from,  a procurer  or  a pander  of  the 
Troilus  and  Cressida  type.  Biologically  con- 
sidered, his  relation  with  his  broads  should, 
more  often  than  not,  be  regarded  as  illustrative 
of  symbiosis  rather  than  of  simple  parasitism. 
A woman,  having  adopted  a profession  despised 
and  condemned  by  society,  is  bound  to  seek 
irregular  and  abnormal  means  of  satisfying 
that  social  instinct  which  she  shares  with  all  of 
us.  Not  infrequently,  the  relation  between 
the  prostitute  and  her  pimp  is  as  near  a relation 
to  that  of  sentimental  lovers  as  either  of  them 
is  likely  to  find. 

In  our  criticisms  of  this  strange  profession  of 
pimp,  let  us  beware  of  the  sin  of  smugness  and 
complacency.  The  pimp  is  a man  who  is  pre- 
pared to  let  a woman  work  for  him,  and  is 
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ready,  not  only  to  allow  her,  but  actually  to 
encourage  her  or  compel  her,  to  lend  her 
body  to  casual  strangers  in  order  that  he, 
in  greater  degree,  she  in  lesser,  may  be 
provided  with  the  material  luxuries  of  life. 
What  could  be  more  revolting?  I can  suggest 
many  things  that  strike  me  as  just  as  revolting. 
The  relation  that  obtains  between  nine-tenths 
of  the  employers  of  Europe  and  America  and 
their  girl  and  women  employees  seems  to  me 
to  be  spiritually  and  aesthetically  one  shade 
more  despicable  than  the  relations  which 
obtain  between  the  average  pimp  and  the 
average  prostitute.  Willy-nilly,  the  pimp 
nearly  always  gives  something  to  his  exploitees 
over  and  above  a mere  subsistence  wage. 
Usually  he  provides  them  with  something  ol 
which  they  have  an  instinctive  need.  Some 
pimps  combine  the  relation  of  husband  with 
that  of  business  manager.  Then  again,  at  the 
least,  they  provide  the  prostitute  with  a 
continuous  relationship  in  which  the  material 
interests  involved  are,  to  some  extent,  common 
to  them  both. 

We  may  well  recall  to  our  memory  some  of 
the  great  pimps  of  history.  Both  Villon  and 
the  author  of  Don  Quixote  are  among  their 
number.  May  I quote  from  an  author  whose 
intellectual  honesty  I much  admire,  a member 
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of  my  own  profession,  Mr.  Somerset  Maugham  ? 
“The  biographers  of  Cervantes,”  he  writes  in 
his  last  published  book,  “have  exercised  a great 
deal  of  ingenuity  to  conceal  the  fact  that  he  was 
poor  and  saw  no  disgrace  in  profiting,  when 
occasion  called,  by  the  frailty  of  his  sisters  first 
and  then  of  his  daughter.  It  is  unreasonable 
to  judge  a man  of  one  age  by  the  standards 
of  another.  A popular  author  nowadays  would 
think  it  discreditable  to  live  on  the  prostitution 
of  his  female  relations  (he  would  not  need  to), 
but  he  would  not  hesitate  to  praise  a critic’s 
book  in  order  to  get  a favourable  criticism 
of  his  own.  Morally  there  is  nothing  to  choose 
between  one  action  and  the  other.” 

And  here  is  a not  irrelevant  extract  from 
Theophile  Gautier’s  comments  on  Villon’s 
Ballade  de  la  Grosse  Margot: 

“.  . . Never  bolder  picture  was  traced  by 
bolder  hand;  the  touch  is  firm  and  definite; 
the  drawing  free  and  warm;  neither  exaggera- 
tion nor  untrue  colour;  the  word  fitting  the 
thing;  it  is  a literal  translation;  lascivious 
hideousness  could  not  be  pushed  further;  it 
sickens  you  to  read  it:  the  pose  of  fat  Peg, 
her  gestures,  her  words,  are  profoundly  the 
whore.  She  says  two  phrases  only;  one  is  an 
oath  by  the  life  of  Jesus  Christ,  the  other  an 
expression  of  ignoble  tenderness  which  disgusts 
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one  with  all  women  for  a fortnight.  This  gross 
harlot,  fat-cheeked,  pot-bellied,  her  colour 
redder  than  paint  itself;  this  guttersnipe  gorged 
with  food  and  wine,  drunken  and  frowsy, 
furious,  crying  and  shouting,  mingling  foul 
caresses  with  wine-stained  kisses  and  random 
hiccoughs,  is  painted  with  a master  hand  in 
two  or  three  brush-strokes. 

“Have  you  seen  any  of  these  libertine  etchings 
of  Rembrandt?  . . . If  you  have,  you  will  have 
a clearer  idea  of  the  figure  drawn  by  Villon;  the 
background,  although  barely  indicated  and  in 
half-tones,  is  easily  made  out;  you  see  the  ceiling 
with  its  smoky  rafters,  the  oak  table  and  the 
broken  chest;  the  bed,  covered  with  its  greenish 
serge,  worn  out  with  its  long  and  frequent 
service;  all  the  sparse  furniture  of  the  prostitute, 
through  the  half-open  door  come  clerks  and 
laymen,  merchants  and  drunkards,  hustled 
by  lechery  into  this  dirty  den.  In  the  back- 
ground, our  poet,  with  his  sly  look,  wine-jug 
in  hand;  hastening  into  the  cellar,  offering 
bread  and  cheese  to  the  newcomers,  ready  to 
play  his  part  if  they  try  to  escape  paying  their 
scot;  pressing  them  to  come  again  if  they  are 
satisfied.  In  the  foreground,  the  goddess  of 
the  temple,  shining,  beribboned,  spangled,  in 
fullest  of  full  dress. 

“The  thing  which  sanctifies  this  impure 
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picture,  is  the  two  black  desperate  lines  which 
are  its  last  touch: 

‘ Ordure  avons,  et  ordure  nous  suyt ; 

Nous  defuyons  l’honneur,  et  ils  nous  fuyt.’  ” 

In  conclusion  I would  urge  that,  apart  from 
its  literary  and  humanistic  interest,  The  Second 
Oldest  Profession  has  great  sociological  and 
socio-political  value.  It  is  a book  which 
should  be  read  by  everyone  who  is  concerned 
with,  or  interested  in,  the  efforts  that  are  being 
made  to  put  an  ( end  to  that  commercial 
traffic  in  women  which,  under  various  dis- 
guises, is  still  carried  on  in  nearly  every 
country  of  the  world.  It  is  a book  for  those 
engaged  in  promoting  social  hygiene  as  well 
as  for  dilettante  students  of  the  underside  of 
human  life. 


HARRY  ROBERTS 


AUTHOR’S  INTRODUCTION 


Pimping*  is  an  old  profession.  Its  partner — 
prostitution — has  been  called  the  oldest  pro- 
fession in  the  world.  And  though  prostitution 
has  produced  a colossal  literature,  in  all  lan- 
guages, and  though  practically  all  the  great 
dramatists  and  poets  have  either  sung  the 
praises,  cursed  the  methods  or  recorded  the 
activities  of  prostitutes,  comparatively  few 
writers  have  mentioned  their  paramours.  A 
recent  book,  The  Road  to  Buenos  Aires,  dealing 
with  South  American  pimping,  had  a tremen- 
dous circulation,  but  created  less  of  a sensation 
than  did  Mother  India , which  deals  with  a 
problem  that  does  not  affect  America  at  all. 

It  is  said  that  originally  prostitution  was 
interwoven  with  religion,  but  records  deal 
largely  with  the  female  and  not  with  her 
partner.  Thousands  of  ancient  and  modern 
laws  are  directed  against  the  prostitute,  but 
few  against  the  pimp,  and  these  are  largely 
ineffective.  In  1934,  in  Chicago,  Illinois, 
over  five  thousand  women  were  arrested  for 

* Throughout  this  book  the  term  pimp  will  be  employed  rather 
than  local  colloquialisms  usually  employed  for  purposes  of  euphem- 
ism. Such  terms,  for  instance,  as  “cadet”  and  “maquereau,”  have 
only  a local  application.  Nor  is  either  pander  or  procurer  synony- 
mous with  pimp;  a prime  minister  who  obtains  female  slaves  for 
his  sovereign  is  a pander  or  procurer,  but  not  a pimp. 
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prostitution,  and  only  thirty-five  men  for 
pimping. 

It  seems  strange  that  throughout  the  ages,  the 
pimp  has  been  kept  in  the  background,  though 
he  has  always  been  at  the  prostitute’s  side 
waiting  to  collect  her  wages.  However,  this 
marvellous  twentieth  century,  that  has  given  us 
the  automobile,  airship,  radio,  five-and-ten- 
cent.  stores  and  syndicated  bootlegging,  might 
be  expected  to  do  almost  anything  else.  The 
decade  that  has  seen  the  front  page  of  the  Press 
given  over  to  the  exploits  of  gangsters  and 
witnessed  a huge  funeral  procession  following 
a $25,000.00  casket  (not  that  of  a statesman  nor 
scientist  but  an  assassinated  racketeer)  is  apt  to 
give  the  pimp  his  place  in  the  sun. 

The  fact  that  the  pimp  has  not  been  immor- 
talized in  literature  does  not  detract  from  his 
importance  in  society.  In  polite  society,  the 
pimp,  like  the  abortionist  and  homosexual,  is 
seldom  mentioned.  But  if  what  I maintain  is 
true,  namely,  that  he  is  the  greatest  instigator 
of  prostitution,  does  more  than  any  other  class 
to  encourage  it,  profits  most  by  it,  is  the  link 
that  binds  prostitution  to  politics,  and  serves  as 
an  important  factor  in  police  bribery  and  law 
corruption,  I feel  justified  in  presenting  him  to 
the  public  exactly  as  I have  found  him. 

To  me  it  seems  as  natural  to  write  about 
pimps  as  about  any  other  class  of  men.  I have 
known  them  all  my  life.  When  I was  a lad,  and 
lived  at  Sixteenth  and  Clark  Streets,  Chicago, 
across  the  way  from  a sporting  house,  I used  to 
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run  errands  for  the  i joy  ladies  who  worked 
there,  and  I used  to  sit  on  the  fence  in  front  of 
that  house  and  talk  to  their  men.  A number  of 
my  schoolmates  developed  into  pimps.  Some 
of  these  men  are  now  in  jail  (for  other  crimes) 
and  others  reformed;  few  of  them  are  still  in 
the  old  racket. 

In  my  early  tramping  days,  I hoboed  through 
most  of  the  states  in  the  Union  and  learned  that 
whenever  I knocked  at  the  back  door  of  a 
disorderly  house,  and  said,  “Lady,^  will  you 
please  help  a poor  hungry  tramp?  the  girls 
would  usually  feed  me  and  often  say,  I 11  ask 
my  man  if  he  hasn’t  got  a shirt  or  a pair  of  shoes 
that  will  fit  you.”  In  the  old  days  of  the  saloon 
and  poolrooms,  I constantly  associated  with 
pimps. 

In  the  quarter  of  a century  between  1890  and 
1915,  I was  in  and  out  of  jail  at  least  one 
hundred  times.  Among  my  cell-mates  and 
fellow-prisoners  there  were  always  some  pimps 
doing  time  for  various  offences.  In  1896,  when 
serving  two  weeks  in  the  County  Jail  at  Parkers- 
burg, West  Virginia,  on  the  charge  of  vagrancy, 
I was  in  a cell  with  “ Black  Diamond,”  who 
was  waiting  trial  on  a murder  charge;  a very 
beautiful  white  “hustler”  was  his  daily  visitor. 
In  the  County  Jail  at  Pueblo,  Colorado,  I was 
confined  with  a group  of  bank  robbers,  and 
they  all  had  hustling  “broads,”  whose  devotion 
and  money-raising  ability  amazed  me.  The 
sixty  days  I did  as  a guest  in  the  Tombs  and 
Blackwell’s  Island,  New  York  City,  for  pioneer- 
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mg  in  birth  control  propaganda,  meant  the 
intimate  association  with  many  pimps.  In  the 
early  hours  of  the  morning  and  the  quiet  hours 
of  the  night,  they  came  to  my  cell  and  told  me 
about  their  “Janes”  and  how  much  money  the 
women  earned  for  them,  how  they  ensnared 
these  women,  and  bullied  them  into  remaining 
loyal  to  them  even  while  they  (the  pimps)  were 
in  the  “can.” 

The  last  place  I did  time  was  in  the  Cleve- 
land Workhouse  in  Warrensville,  Ohio.  The 
crime  this  time  was  an  argument  with  Judge 
Dan  Cull  when  I tried  to  justify  my  distribution 
of  birth  control  pamphlets.  I told  him  that  I 
expected  no  justice  and  wanted  no  mercy  from 
him. 

He  got  the  better  of  the  argument,  for  he 
said,  “Six  months  and  $1,000.00  fine.” 

In  the  Cleveland  Workhouse  I was  assigned 
to  the  Hospital,  and  for  six  months  I slept  and 
ate  with  hundreds  of  pimps.  I had  the  remark- 
able advantage  of  being  a prisoner  and  at  the 
same  time  a prison  physician,  possessing  the  run 
of  the  jail.  I was  the  confidant  and  friend  of 
hundreds  of  pimps;  I read  their  letters  and 
answered  some  of  them;  when  they  were  in 
solitary,  or  unable  to  see  visitors,  I often  inter- 
viewed their  women  for  them. 

After  I was  dethroned  from  being  the  King  of 
the  Hobos,  and  ceased  to  be  an  anarchist 
propagandist,  I settled  down  to  practise  medi- 
cine in  Chicago.  Through  the  influence  of 
Dr.  W.  A.  Evans,  the  Chicago  Tribune  Health 
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Editor,  and  John  Dill  Robinson,  who  was  then 
Health  Commissioner,  I was  appointed  urolo- 
gist and  syphilographer  to  the  Cook  County 
Jail  and  the  Chicago  House  of  Correction. 
For  several  years  I examined  every  man  and 
woman  who  was  admitted  to  the  prisons,  and 
in  that  way  became  intimately  acquainted  with 
scores  of  pimps.  I gained  their  friendship 
because  I was  able  to  be  of  service  to  them  and 
was  genuinely  interested  in  their  welfare.  When 
many  of  these  pimp  prisoners  got  out  of  jail,  I 
met  them  professionally  and  socially.  I got  to 
know  their  intimate  lives,  became  acquainted 
with  their  women,  parents  and  families.  I 
visited  with  them  in  their  homes,  studied  their 
account  books,  and  incidentally  took  notice  of 
the  kind  of  literature  they  read  and  other 
personal  habits. 

For  a number  of  years,  I was  attached  to  the 
Venereal  Disease  Division  of  the  Chicago 
Department  of  Health.  During  this  time  the 
police  arrested  thousands  of  prostitutes.  And 
the  chief  function  of  the  pimp  is  to  look  after 
the  prostitute,  his  “meal  ticket.”  Many  of  these 
pimps,  knowing  the  point  of  vantage  I had, 
would  come  to  me  to  solicit  my  aid  in  getting 
their  women  out  of  jail  or  hospital. 

I have  been  practising  medicine  for  thirty- 
one  years,  and  the  last  seventeen  years  have 
been  devoted  exclusively  to  venereal  diseases 
and  social  problems.  Thousands  of  prostitutes, 
very  often  with  their  pimps,  have  come  to  me 
for  treatment.  More  than  five  hundred 
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different  pimps  have  been  to  my  office,  some 
for  advice  concerning  a “jam”  they  were  in, 
many  for  treatment,  and  others  just  to  see  me 
for  old  times’  sake. 

It  almost  seems  strange  to  me  that  people  are 
surprised  when  they  learn  that  there  is  a class 
of  men  that  live  on  the  earnings  of  prostitutes. 
When  some  student  or  professor  asks  to  be 
shown  a pimp,  I have  to  smile.  Just  the  other 
night  I went  to  a Hallowe’en  Dance  in  Chicago, 
and  there  were  more  than  two  hundred  well- 
groomed,  apparently  happy  pimps  who  were 
dancing  and  skylarking  about,  apparently 
unafraid  and  unashamed. 

I was,  comparatively  recently,  a “Line 
Doctor”  (a  physician  who  examines  the  girls  in 
houses  of  prostitution).  Daily  it  was  my  busi- 
ness to  go  to  these  houses  and  examine  the 
inmates  to  determine  whether  they  were 
infected  with  a venereal  disease  or  not.  For  a 
long  time  I was  employed  by  Jack  Zuta,  who 
was  the  recognized  “king”  of  the  vice  barons 
until  he  was  “bumped  off”  a few  years  ago. 
Jack  controlled  the  West  Side  Syndicate,  which 
was  made  up  of  one  hundred  houses  of  pros- 
titution and  employed  several  hundred  girls. 
I became  intimately  acquainted  with  him,  and 
many  other  vice  barons,  including  the  “Four 
Horsemen.”  I have  watched  many  bell  boys, 
chauffeurs  and  “sheiks,”  develop  into  first- 
class  sex  exploiters.  I have  had  a certain 
friendship  for  many  pimps  and  have  taken  care 
of  them  when  they  were  ill  and  watched  some 
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make  a final  exit — one  of  these  on  the 
gallows. 

Pimps  are  very  democratic,  and  most  of  them 
regard  me  as  their  social  equal.  And  often, 
when  attending  a premier  performance  of  some 
good  show,  I meet  dozens  of  them  and  we  have 
tete-a-tetes  between  the  acts.  At  one  perform- 
ance I called  the  attention  of  the  dramatic 
critics  to  the  distinguished  first  nighters. 

For  many  years  I have  been  Director  of  the 
Hobo  College  and  the  Chicago  School  of  Social 
Pathology,  and  have  given  courses  and  social 
clinics  in  Vagrancy,  Crime  and  Vice.  At  many 
of  these  clinics  on  vice  I have  presented  to  my 
classes  various  kinds  of  pimps.  And  a few  of 
these  men  talked  openly  and  freely  about  their 
women  and  their  “racket.” 

I am  not  a reformer  nor  an  alarmist.  I am  a 
teacher  who  has  specialized  in  underworld 
activity  for  forty  years.  The  tramps,  hobos, 
bums,  dope  fiends,  whores,  pimps,  and  other 
scared  souls  have  taught  me  to  say  with  Walt 
Whitman:  “Not  till  the  sun  excludes  you,  do  I 
exclude  you.” 


S.O.P. 
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CHAPTER  I 


The  Development  of  the  Pimp;  His  Psychology 
and  How  He  Gets  into  the  Business 

In  his  great  work  on  the  history  of  prostitu- 
tion Paul  La  Croix  says:  “Prostitution  in  ancient 
and  modern  history  exhibits  three  different 
forms  which  belong  to  three  different  epochs 
of  the  life  of  the  people:  i.  Hospitable  prosti- 
tution; 2.  Sacred  or  religious  prostitution; 
3.  Legal,  or  political  prostitution.”  La  Croix’s 
book  was  written  in  1851.  I feel  sure  that  if 
he  lived  to-day  he  would  have  included  com- 
mercial or  syndicalized  prostitution  and  added 
a chapter  on  the  pimp.  Permit  me  to  quote 
one  paragraph  of  his  most  readable  book: 

“True  prostitution  began  in  the  world  on  the 
day  when  woman  first  sold  herself  as  a commodity, 
and  this  traffic,  like  most,  has  been  subjected  to  a 
multitude  of  diverse  conditions.  When  woman 
gave  herself  in  obedience  to  the  desire  of  her  heart 
and  the  attraction  of  the  flesh,  that  was  love,  that 
was  pleasure;  that  was  not  prostitution,  which 
weighs  and  calculates,  which  trafiicks  and  negoti- 
ates. Like  pleasure,  like  love,  prostitution  goes 
back  to  the  origin  of  peoples,  to  the  infancy  of 
Society. 

“Prostitution  is  a public  malady;  to  describe 
symptoms  and  to  study  causes  is  to  prepare  the 
remedy.” 
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This  is  a book  about  the  pimp  and  not  the 
prostitute,  but  in  order  to  understand  him  it  is 
essential  that  the  reader  should  know  the  busi- 
ness of  his  partner.  First,  last,  and  always,  she 
is  a woman  who  sells  her  sex,  and  the  distribu- 
tion of  her  commodity  is  anything  but  a simple 
affair.  It  is  a mistake  to  think  that  all  a female 
has  to  do  is  to  let  it  be  known  that  she  has  “it” 
for  sale,  and  that  she  will  immediately  be 
besieged  by  prospective  buyers. 

There  are  a number  of  women  who  can 
testify  that  suggestions  have  been  made  to  them 
that  if  they  wanted  to  do  “that”  they  could 
name  their  own  price.  It  is  true  that  to  a great 
many  women  comes  the  opportunity  to  sell 
their  sex  at  a high  and  often  a fabulous  price. 
But  these  chances  are  not  as  common  as  might 
be  supposed,  and  many  a woman  who  has  been 
importuned  by  offers  of  money,  diamonds,  a 
flat  of  her  own,  automobiles  and  what  not, 
might  be  surprised  to  discover  that  if  she  asked 
a man  to  make  a show-down  he  would  probably 
ask  her  to  pay  the  room  rent. 

It  is  a fact  that  there  are  thousands  of  women 
scattered  all  over  the  country  who  are  sitting  in 
“Halls  of  Infamy”  waiting  for  buyers,  and 
there  are  hundreds  of  girls  in  every  cosmopoli- 
tan city  walking  the  streets  beseeching  men  to 
buy  for  a few  dollars  that  which  is  supposed  to 
be  “beyond  price  and  value.” 

Many  women,  especially  the  Sunday  School 
type,  would  be  shocked  if  not  heartbroken  if 
they  could  realize  how  cheaply  a great 
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many  men  value  their  most  “precious  posses- 
sion. 

The  standard  price  for  commercial  sex 
favours  in  Chicago,  New  York,  Denver,  and 
San  Francisco,  for  the  decade  preceding  the 
depression  of  1930-35,  was  from  $2  to  $5  in 
sporting  houses,  and  from  $3  to  $10  for  street- 
walkers, with  the  room  often  extra.  Of  course, 
there  were  women  who  received  $10,  $20,  or 
even  $100  for  blessing  their  partners,  but  such 
fancy  prices  were  the  exception  rather  than  the 
rule.  Let  it  not  be  forgotten  that  in  many 
American  cities,  especially  in  the  coloured  and 
foreign  districts,  standard  prices  were  from 
50  cents  to  $1. 

Like  everything  else  in  the  world,  supply  and 
demand  fixes  the  cost  of  the  sex  commodity. 
The  depression  demonstrated  to  all  thinking 
people  that  human  beings  can  supply  practi- 
cally all  their  essential  needs,  no  matter  how 
small  the  budget.  There  are  men  who  once 
earned  $100  a week,  spending  half  of  it  for 
food,  shelter  and  clothing,  and  the  other  half 
for  pleasure;  to-day,  many  of  these  men  have 
had  their  income  reduced  to  $10  a week,  yet 
they  secure  the  necessities  of  life,  and  still  have 
something  left  for  their  pleasure. 

Business,  the  distribution  of  commodities  at 
a profit,  has  the  principle  of  selling  goods  at  a 
price  to  meet  everybody’s  purse.  If  you  cannot 
sell  a shirt  or  pound  of  tea  for  $ 1 , sell  them  for 
50  cents;  if  you  can’t  get  50  cents,  if  the  buyer 
has  only  a dime,  you  must  sell  them  for  a dime. 
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The  same  is  true  with  sex.  Prostitutes  always 
cairy  the  tools  of  their  trade  with  them  and 
need  a very  small  investment  in  order  to  do 
business.  Any  kind  of  room  or  habitation  will 
do.  If  they  don’t  have  a furnished  room  they 
can  use  an  empty  house,  hallway,  automobile, 
or  the  great  open  spaces.  Accordingly,  it  will 

be  seen  that  of  any  fee  received,  a lartre  Dart 
will  be  profit. 

American  sex  prices  for  1935  will  range  from 
$1  to  $2  in  houses  of  prostitution,  and  from 
$1  to  $3  for  street-walkers.  The  majority  of 
paid  sex  contacts  will  average  about  $1. 
Pi  ices  in  foreign  and  coloured  districts,  like  the 
more  prosperous  areas,  have  also  dropped. 

It  is  surprising  how  many  unemployed, 
destitute  men  are  able  to  obtain  liquor, 
tobacco,  and  sex.  In  connection  with  an 
Illinois  Emergency  Relief  Project,  conducted 
by  the  University  of  Chicago,  we  made  a study 
of  the  sex  life  of  20,000  men  in  Chicago’s 
shelter  houses.  We  learned  that  most  of  these 
penniless  men  who  were  of  virile  age  had  sex 
more  or  less  regularly.  These  men  of  the 
shelter  houses  worked  one  day,  and  for  this 
were  given  their  food,  shelter,  clothing  and 
medical  care  for  two  weeks,  and  2R  cents 
(one  shilling)  in  cash.  I asked  one  healthy 
twenty-five-year-old  negro  : 5 

five^ent  ?”*  y°U  g°ing  t0  Spend  y°Ur  twenty- 

“Boss,”  he  replied,  £Tse  gonna  get  every- 
thing I needs  with  this  yere  two-bits.  The 
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first  thing  I’se  gonna  do  is  go  ovah  on  Maxell 
Street  and  buy  me  a big  package  of  'baccy 
fur  a nickel  (5  cents).  They  gives  me  fur 
nothin’  a clay  pipe.  Then  I’se  goin’  ovah  here 
to  State  Street  where  I can  buy  me  a half  pint 
’o  the  finest  moonshine  likker  you  evah  tasted 
fur  a dime  (10  cents).  Then  I’se  goin’  ovah 
on  Dearborn  Street,  and  I knows  a fine  yaller 
wench  that’ll  go  to  bed  with  me  fur  the  other 
dime,  an’  if  I gives  her  some  o’  my  likker  she 
won’t  hurry  me.” 

Our  coloured  friend  is  no  exception.  For 
25  cents  it  is  possible  in  depression  areas  to 
have  a choice  of  women.  One  of  the  terrible 
things  about  poverty  is  that  many  apparently 
decent  women  are  so  pressed  for  a little  food 
or  household  necessities  that  they  will  take  a 
few  pennies,  a bag  of  coal,  or  even  an  armful 
of  wood  that  the  penniless  man  has  picked  up. 

The  existence  of  the  pimp  is  due  largely  to 
the  fact  that  prostitution  is  an  illegal  profession. 
Adultery,  fornication,  and  prostitution  have 
been  condemned  and  legislated  against  since 
the  beginning  of  civilization.  Arthur  C. 
Spingarn  says  in  Laws  Relating  to  Sex  Morality 
in  New  York  City: 

“The  prohibition  in  the  Decalogue  against  adul- 
tery is  no  less  definite  than  that  against  murder, 
and  yet,  while  the  law  against  murder  is  uniform 
and  constant,  that  against  adultery  has  been  diverse 
and  unstable.  In  some  states  adultery  is  a felony, 
in  others  a misdemeanour;  in  some  states  both  par- 
ties to  the  adultery  are  liable  to  punishment,  and 
in  others  only  the  married  person,  and  in  still 


8 THE  SECOND  OLDEST  PROFESSION 


others  it  is  a crime  only  when  the  guilty  party  is 
a married  woman.  Illicit  sexual  intercourse  is  a 
crime  in  most  states,  but  in  some  states  only 
becomes  such  when  it  is  attended  by  notorious 
lewdness  and  indecency,  resulting  in  public  scandal 
and  nuisance.” 

Prostitution  has  generally  been  regarded  as 
an  offence  against  the  law,  not  primarily 
because  it  involves  a breach  of  sex  morality, 
but  because  it  presents  certain  aspects  of  public 
disorder. 

Under  the  Constitution  a man  has  a right  to 
pursue  his  happiness,  and  I suppose  this  means 
to  take  a drink  or  to  enjoy  a sex  embrace,  but 
the  Volstead  Act  and  a thousand  and  one  laws 
on  our  National,  State,  County  and  City  law 
books  said  that  if  a man  bought  or  sold  a drink, 
or  if  a woman  sells  her  sex,  they  are  outlaws, 
and  can  be  arrested,  and  if  they  are  to  escape 
the  penalties  of  the  law  they  must  have 
protection. 

The  political  and  economic  upheaval  in  1930 
was  followed  by  a sweeping  revulsion  from  the 
ruling  Republican  Party  in  1932,  and  prompt 
repeal  of  prohibition  in  1933.  I am  inclined 
to  believe  that  this  was  all  largely  due  to 
American  manhood’s  rebellion  against  the 
State’s  infringement  on  his  right  to  take  a 
drink.  I would  not  be  surprised  if  some  day 
men  and  women  rise  up  and  demand  their  right 
to  express  their  sex  life  without  any  interference 
of  the  Church  and  State. 

While  prostitution  is  an  unlawful  profession 
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nearly  everywhere  in  America,  there  are  com- 
munities where  open  prostitution  still  thrives. 
There  have  been  a hundred  cities  in  America 
that  have  seen  tolerated  districts  flourishing 
within  the  last  decade,  but  almost  always  it  is 
illegal,  and  a city  may  have  prostitution  run- 
ning wild  and  open  under  one  administration 
and  closed  tight  under  another  set  of  politicians. 
Also,  under  the  same  mayor  and  chief  of  police 
we  may  one  day  see  an  open  town  with  fifty 
houses  running  at  full  blast,  and  the  next  day 
find  every  hustling  girl  in  jail.  An  expose,  a 
reform  wave,  a suicide,  a gangster’s  murder 
may  be  responsible  for  a closed  district  at  any 
moment.  When  one  goes  to  visit  a house  of 
ill-fame  one  can  never  tell  whether  the  place 
will  be  running  at  full  blast  or  closed  for 
repairs. 

It  is  the  consensus  of  opinion  that  “open 
prostitution”  and  tolerated  districts  are  a thing 
of  the  past  in  America.  Barbary  Coast  in  San 
Francisco  and  the  Twenty-Second  Street  dis- 
trict in  Chicago  are  now  history  that  will 
probably  never  be  revived. 

The  five  factors  that  are  largely  responsible 
for  the  pimp  are:  that  he  is  the  woman’s  pro- 
tector against  the  police,  her  employment 
agent,  her  guard  and  bouncer,  her  impresario, 
and  her  man. 

THE  PIMP  AS  A PROTECTOR 

Jail  is  a concomitant  of  prostitution.  Nearly 
every  hustling  woman  is  arrested  sooner  or 
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later.  Most  of  them  are  arrested  many  times. 
The  better  business  is,  the  greater  the  liability 
to  arrest.  Ruth,  one  of  my  patients,  has  been 
arrested  ninety-six  times  in  the  last  four  years, 
and  Frank,  her  man,  has  had  to  rustle  bonds- 
men and  fixers  ninety-six  times.  Big  Marge 
has  been  arrested  on  the  average  of  three  times 
a month  for  the  last  four  years,  and  her 
Johnny”  has  seen  “his”  hard-earned  money 
go  to  lawyers  and  bondsmen. 

The  girls  have  always  to  be  prepared  for 
arrest.  They  depend  upon  the  pimps  to  pro- 
tect them  from  going  to  jail,  and  to  look  after 
their  interests  if  they  do  go.  This  is  primarily 
the  pimp’s  business.  He  is  supposed  to  have  a 
“pull.”  He  uses  some  of  her  money  for  protec- 
tion, and  often  he  boasts  that  his  girl  is  free 
from  arrest.  If  he  should  happen  to  make  a 
slip  and  she  does  get  pinched,  it  is  his  business 
to  obtain  lawyers  and  bondsmen.  If  she  is  fined, 
he  is  supposed  to  pay  the  fine.  He  does  every- 
thing to  see  that  his  “meal  ticket”  is  not  sent 
to  prison.  Most  girls  justify  their  maintenance 
of  pimps  by  saying:  “My  man  has  got  a great 
pull.  He’s  got  a fix-in  with  the  Chief’s  office. 
They  won’t  pinch  me,  and  even  if  I did  get 
pinched  my  man  knows  the  judge,  and  all  he 
would  have  to  do  would  be  to  speak  to  him  and 
I would  be  discharged.”  This  is  often  true, 
but  not  always. 

In  1929,  a banner,  pre-depression  year,  the 
Chicago  police  arrested  194,999  persons,  exclu- 
sive of  104,754  summoned  for  automobile 
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violations.  Of  the  194,999  persons  arrested 
for  misdemeanours  and  felonies,  24,109  were 
females.  The  following  were  the  charges  made 
for  sex  delinquency: 

Adultery  and  fornication  . . 150 

Inmate  of  a disorderly  house  . 3,615 

Inmate  of  a house  of  ill-fame  . 5,540 

Keeper  of  a house  of  ill-fame  . 888 

Soliciting  for  prostitution  . . 236 

Total 10,429 

There  were  also  8,358  women  arrested  for  dis- 
orderly conduct.  Many  of  these  were  hustling 
women  of  the  older  groups. 

THE  PIMP  AS  AN  EMPLOYMENT  AGENT 

Hustling  girls  do  not  have  steady  employ- 
ment. Jobs  are  not  easy  to  get  for  servant  girls, 
stenographers,  clerks,  and  other  legitimate 
workers,  but  a situation  as  a prostitute  is  even 
more  difficult  to  obtain.  Prostitution  is  always 
an  uncertain,  hazardous  profession.  The 
woman  is  constantly  liable  to  see  her  place  of 
business  closed  by  the  police  or  Health  Depart- 
ment or  the  landlord.  An  awakened  civic 
consciousness  makes  it  difficult  for  whore- 
houses to  continue  long  in  the  same  locality, 
especially  if  the  volume  of  business  is  large. 
The  neighbours  or  reformers  complain  to  the 
landlord,  and  the  business  is  obliged  to  move. 

Some  idea  of  the  hazards  to  steady  employ- 
ment can  be  seen  by  the  following  letter  to  the 
Mayor  of  Chicago: 
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“My  dear  Mayor:  I live  at  South . 

I have  three  children  in  the  public  school.  Next 
door  to  our  home  is  a house  of  prostitution.  The 
influence  of  that  house  is  bad  for  my  children. 
We  just  can’t  afford  to  move,  and  I hope  you  will 
do  something  to  protect  my  family.  (Signed,) 
Mary  Jones.” 

The  Mayor  turned  the  letter  over  to  the  police 
and  ordered  the  house  closed. 

The  Chief  of  Police  gets  hundreds  of  letters 
similar  to  this  one: 

“Dear  Chief  of  Police:  My  husband  is  hanging 

around  nights  in  a beer  flat  at Street.  There 

are  two  bad  women  there,  and  they  make  my 
husband  spend  the  money  that  his  family  needs. 
(Signed),  Jane  Smith.” 

Even  though  the  place  had  protection  the 
owner  would  be  forced  to  close  for  awhile  and 
until  it  was  opened  the  pimp  would  have  to 
find  another  job  for  his  girl. 

To  the  Captain  of  the  Avenue  Police 

Station: 

“Dear  Sir:  I am  the  pastor  of  the Coloured 

Church.  Right  on  the  corner  of near  the 

church  is  a notorious  house  of  prostitution.  Hun- 
dreds of  white  men,  many  of  them  drunk,  outrage 
the  laws  of  God  and  man  by  patronizing  these 
miserable  women.  We  have  notified  you”  before 
about  the  existence  of  this  place.  If  "you  don’t 
close  this  place  at  once  I am  going  to  take  a com- 
mittee down  to  see  the  Mayor,  and  if  this  don’t 
work  the  decent  coloured  men  and  women  of  this 
community  are  going  to  rise  up  and  tear  that  place 
down.” 
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This  letter  was  largely  responsible  for  the 
shortage  of  silk  socks  amongst  twenty  pimps 
whose  girls  worked  there. 

“Captain:  We  are  a committee  from  the  North 
Shore  Business  Men’s  Association.  We  represent 
350  store  and  business  firms  in  the  district.  Lately 
we  have  had  a number  of  complaints  that  there 
are  many  prostitutes  hawking  their  trade  in  the 
district.  Decent  women  are  afraid  to  come  into  our 
stores  and  shop.” 

This  interview  caused  fifty  pimps  to  scout  about 
and  find  new  profitable  locations. 

In  one  year  342  commercial  vice  resorts  were 
closed  by  action  of  the  Committee  of  Fifteen, 
in  co-operation  with  the  office  of  the  State’s 
Attorney.  Of  these  resorts,  171  were  in 
apartment  buildings,  115  in  flat  buildings,  12 
in  apartment  hotels,  23  in  hotels  and  21  in 
detached  houses.  There  were  6,931  families 
maintaining  their  homes  in  the  buildings  from 
which  commercial  prostitution  resorts  were 
eliminated  during  the  year. 

It  will  be  seen  that  employment  is  uncertain 
and  irregular  and  that  the  girls  must  be  con- 
stantly on  the  lookout  for  new  jobs.  The 
“hookers”  seem  to  feel  that,  since  they  have  so 
much  to  give  to  the  world,  society  owes  them 
a living,  and  should  furnish  ample  opportunity 
for  self-expression.  “Lazy,  shiftless  huzzy”  is 
not  a bad  term  for  the  average  prostitute.  She 
hates  to  get  up  early  in  the  morning.  She 
dislikes  looking  for  a job.  Naturally  she  leaves 
the  job-finding  to  her  man,  who,  because  it  is 
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to  his  economic  interest,  is  forever  alert  to  see 
that  she  has  profitable  employment.  No  small 
part  ol  his  time  and  effort  is  spent  keeping  his 
girl  busy.  It  is  essential  for  the  pimp  to  know 
the  latest  quotation  on  the  “sex  market.”  He 
has  to  be  familiar  with  all  of  the  houses  and 
keep  on  good  terms  with  the  keepers.  He  must 
be  familiar  with  the  districts  where  the  possi- 
bility of  arrests  is  at  a minimum.  He  must 
know  the  parts  of  the  town  where  street 
soliciting  is  tolerated.  Like  any  other  good 
employment  manager  he  must  know  the  tricks 
of  the  trade. 

Often  his  girl  works  in  the  suburbs  and 
near-by  towns,  and  it  is  his  function  to  take 
her  to  and  from  work.  He  must  see  that  she 
gets  to  work  on  time.  Often  she  is  not  anxious 
to  work,  and  is  not  particular  at  what  time  she 
gets  there.  Houses  of  prostitution,  like  all 
business  firms,  insist  that  employees  arrive  in 
time  and  give  their  best  efforts  to  their  em- 
ployer. The  pimp  finds  that  waking  up  the 
girl,  getting  her  dressed,  painted  and  decorated 
and  to  work  in  time  is  an  important  part  of  his 
job. 


THE  PIMP  AS  A GUARD  AND  BOUNCER 

Prostitution  is  what  the  psychologists  call  a 
business  conducted  on  very  low-level  standards. 
It  is  not  only  illegal  and  vulgar,  but  no  small 
part  of  the  prostitute’s  customers  are  drunks, 
crooks,  gangsters,  fighters,  perverts  and  every 
other  manner  and  condition  of  bad  men. 
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Many  of  her  “Johns”  attempt  to  cheat  her  and 
get  the  best  of  the  bargain.  If  she  is  unpro- 
tected, her  patrons  often  will  try  to  avoid 
payment.  Brutish  men  may  compel  her  to 
practise  all  sorts  of  perversions,  even  il  she  is 
unwilling.  Nearly  every  public  woman  has 
customers  who  are  sadists  and  masochists. 
They  may  want  to  be  cut  or  hurt,  or  may  try 
to  beat  and  degrade  her  into  every  sort  of  sex 
act  that  has  been  described  by  sexual  psycho- 
pathologists. If  she  is  alone  and  unguarded 
she  may  be  injured  or  have  a terrifying  or 
mutilating  experience.  Safety-First  Commis- 
sions have  introduced  safety  devices  into  every 
industry  except  this  one. 

“Stick  Ups”  are  common  in  houses  of  pros- 
titution and  are  seldom  reported  to  the  police. 
My  friend  Emily  recently  killed  a “young 
punk”  (a  boy  of  nineteen)  who  attempted  to 
hold  up  her  place.  The  girls  have  learned  that 
it  is  not  safe  to  have  money  or  jewellery  about. 
Many  of  them  find  it  unwise  to  have  perfume 
or  toilet  articles  handy  because  it  is  the  habit 
of  many  men  to  try  to  carry  away  souvenirs. 
If  they  work  in  regular  houses  they  have  the 
assurance  of  protection  in  case  of  robbery  or 
invasion,  but  if  a girl  works  in  a room  alone 
she  is  forever  at  the  mercy  of  crooks  and  brutes, 
so  that  usually  when  she  is  a “lone  wolf”  the 
pimp  is  handy  to  protect  his  meal-ticket.  The 
pimp  is  a fighter  after  a fashion,  or  it  is  better 
to  say  that  he  is  a bluffer,  for  he  understands 
the  advantage  of  settling  squabbles  peacefully. 
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But  often  he  must  fight  his  woman’s  battles, 
and  is  not  reluctant  to  use  a club,  a knife  or  a 
gun.  There  is  one  thing  that  he  seldom  does, 
an  t lat  is  to  call  the  police.  It  is  surprising 
to  see  how  well  some  of  these  one-hundred-and- 
twenty-pound  men  can  fight.  Most  pimps  are 
tight  Ians,  and  many  of  them  have  been 
amateurs  or  professionals  themselves. 

The  personal  injury  rate  of  pimps  is  higher 
than  that  of  engineers,  and  their  violent  death 
rate  exceeds  that  of  aviators.  Many  a pimp 
has  lost  his  life  protecting  his  girl,  and  not  a 
tew  carry  scars  of  honour. 

Wme,  women  and  song  go  together,  and 
often  they  are  followed  by  fighting.  A carefree 
drunk  who  has  been  beautifully  satisfied  is 
reluctant  to  leave  his  partner,  and  often  insists 
upon  taking  a nap:  and  it  is  no  joke  for  a dainty 
hundred-pound  girl  to  get  rid  of  her  partner 
so  she  can  go  on  to  the  next.  Here  is  where 
t e pimp  gets  much  of  his  exercise.  In 
houses  there  are  bouncers  engaged  for  this 
purpose. 


THE  PIMP  AS  AN  IMPRESARIO 

Aside  from  the  girl’s  hazards  of  arrests,  and 
unemployment,  she  has  a heavy  morbidity  to 
contend  with.  In  common  with  all  females 
all  of  them  except  those  who  have  been 
operated  upon  or  have  amenorrhea  diseases 
such  as  tuberculosis  or  amemia,  menstruate 
three,  hve  and  seven  days  a month.  Durine 
this  time  she  does  not  usually  work,  but  she 
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does  need  a good  deal  of  attention,  and  here  is 
where  the  pimp  usually  shines. 

In  common  with  all  racketeers,  prostitutes 
are  heavy  drinkers,  and  as  few  drunkards  make 
satisfactory  workers  in  any  line  of  endeavour, 
the  pimp  must  see  that  his  girl  is  sober,  at  least 
on  the  job.  A drunken  whore  is  about  as 
manageable  as  a hungry  wildcat,  and  is  apt  to 
remember  all  of  her  grievances  and  vent  her 
bitterness  on  her  man.  The  girls  are  always 
fighting  and  wrangling  amongst  themselves 
and  are  often  fired  for  being  drunk  or  disorderly. 
The  majority  are  not  only  temperamental, 
emotional,  moody,  unstable,  irritable  and 
flighty,  but  are  often  impossible.  Whatever 
this  business  of  prostitution  does  to  woman’s 
soul  I cannot  say,  but  I am  convinced  that  it 
does  terrible  things  to  her  mind  and  horrible 
things  to  her  body. 

Anywhere  from  5 to  1 o per  cent,  of  pimps  are 
drug  addicts.  When  they  are,  usually  their 
girls  are  also  addicted,  and  when  a dope  fiend 
hustler  fails  to  get  her  dope  she  won’t  work, 
but  just  raises  hell;  and  when  she  is  full  of  dope 
she  doesn’t  want  to  work,  since  her  chief  desire 
is  to  sleep  and  dream,  and  the  pimp’s  supplica- 
tions and  blows  are  necessary  to  rouse  her. 

The  girls  have  a suicidal  and  homicidal 
tendency.  When  one  is  on  an  emotional  jag 
she  frequently  attempts  to  commit  suicide,  and 
when  her  attempt  fails  has  to  be  loved,  cajoled 
or  beaten  into  behaving  herself  and  going  back 
to  work.  A number  of  the  girls  do  commit 
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suicide.  I have  known  at  least  a dozen  who 

did.  Often  the  responsibility  rests  upon  the 
pimp. 

My  friend  Brownie  is  doing  three  years  in  a 
Michigan  stir,  because  his  girl,  Irene,  objected 
to  having  sister-in-laws,”  and  just  before  she 
swallowed  two  ounces  of  carbolic  acid  left  this 
note:  “Brownie  made  a hustler  out  of  me.  He 
took  all  of  my  money  for  three  years,  and  just 
because  I couldn’t  make  enough  money  for  him 
he  seduced  two  cheap  girls  and  broke  them  into 
the  business.  He  is  responsible  for  my  death.” 

. Big  Abe,  who  was  an  auctioneer,  surprised 
his  family  when  they  learned  that  he  was  also 
a pimp.  Babe,  who  had  hustled  for  him  for 
seven  years,  burned  to  death  in  her  bed 
following  a quart  of  gin  and  a “pipe.”  At  the 
inquest,  the  landlady,  who  was  jealous  of  Babe, 
testified  that  Abe  had  been  smoking  with  the 
girl  just  before  the  fire.  The  police  held  him 

on  a vagrancy  charge.  He  got  out  with  a light 
fine. 

The  girl  has  to  be  taught  to  dress  to  advan- 
tage,  and  dressing  to  advantage  in  1935  is  much 
different  from  what  it  was  in"  1900.  In  the  old 
days  the  girls  wore  short  dresses  and  painted 
up,  and  thousands  of  men  were  attracted  to 
houses  just  to  see  the  painted  ladies.  It  is  no 
exaggeration  to  say  that  to-day  you  can  see 
the  same  kind  of  short  skirts,  exposed  knees 
and  painted  faces  on  the  streets  and  in  dance 
halls  that  you  found  in  a joint  a quarter 
century  ago.  n 
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An  interesting  sidelight  on  the  psychology  of 
the  girl  in  this  business  is  her  desire  to  have  her 
man  buy  the  clothes.  She  earns  the  money, 
turns  it  over  to  him,  and  he  does  the  shopping. 
He  not  only  buys  her  gowns,  hats,  coats,  but 
often  stockings  and  undies.  Often  stolen  fur 
coats  and  dresses.  He  will  buy  a dress  for  $10 
and  tell  her  it  cost  $100,  or  a fur  coat  for  $100 
and  tell  her  it  cost  $700.  Members  of  the  group 
are  all  potential  “fences”  (buyers  of  stolen 
property) . Whenever  dresses  and  fur  coats  are 
stolen  on  a wholesale  scale  some  of  them  are 
apt  to  be  recovered  on  the  backs  of  hustling 
girls. 

The  girls  have  a natural  tendency  to  over- 
dress and  overpaint.  The  simplicity  and  taste 
in  the  clothes  and  demeanour  of  the  modern 
prostitute  is  due  almost  entirely  to  the  fore- 
thought of  her  impresario.  He  must  see  that 
she  makes  a favourable  presentation,  and  is 
constantly  on  the  job  to  see  that  the  hairdresser 
and  beauty  parlour  do  not  get  too  much  of 
“his”  money. 

No  temperamental  opera  singer  or  nervous 
virtuoso  ever  made  more  trouble  for  his 
manager  than  the  average  pimp’s  girl.  At  the 
end  of  her  day’s  performance  she  is  often  at  the 
breaking  point,  and  the  pimp  who  is  kind  to 
her  and  thoughtful  of  her  needs  gets  her  money, 
her  all,  without  asking. 

She  must  be  taught  to  get  the  money,  and, 
while  the  standard  price  is  $2,  $5,  or  $10,  it  is 
by  no  means  fixed,  and  the  pimp  can  “smart” 
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his  girl  to  get  an  extra  “buck”  or  “saw  buck.” 
The  impresario  constantly  reminds  her  to 

trim  the  suckers.”  The  “act”  is  only  part  of 
the  job.  She  is  taught  to  make  friends  and  get 
names  and  addresses.  A mailing  list  is  advan- 
tageous for  sending  announcements  and  may  be 
used  for  borrowing  money,  or  blackmailing,  or 
robbery. 

Robbery  often  occurs  while  men  rest  with 
Venus.  If  the  “John”  has  a bank  roll  or 
jewellery  she  may  attempt  to  lift  it  or  pass  on 
the  information  to  her  boy  friend  and  he  will  do 
the  collecting.  When  men  are  with  women, 
especially  if  they  are  novices,  they  like  to  boast. 
This  is  often  true  among  men  half  stewed. 
They  delight  in  telling  the  girl  who  they  are, 
and  what  they  have  accomplished  and  how 
much  money  they  have,  and,  strangely  enough, 
what  a lovely  wife  and  children  they  have. 
Many  a gangster  or  crook  has  met  his  doom 
because  he  told  some  joy  lady  what  a great  haul 
he  had  made.  While  few  hustling  girls  are 
stool-pigeons,  they  love  scandal  too  much  to 
keep  it  to  themselves,  and  information  valuable 
to  the  police  often  creeps  out  to  the  advantage 
of  the  law. 

Sometimes  a girl  is  jealous  or  feels  that  she 
has  been  double-crossed  and  then  she  will 
“turn  up”  the  man.  Shakespeare  must  have 
had  in  mind  the  average  prostitute  when  he 
said,  “Hell  hath  no  fury  like  a woman  scorned.” 
Police  officers  often  use  the  hustling  girl  to  get 
information  about  her  man. 


DEVELOPMENT 


21 


The  impresario  often  recommends  that  his 
girl  “make”  a “guy”  with  money,  that  is,  when 
the  opportunity  presents  itself  and  a man  with 
money  offers  to  support  her  and  give  her  a flat 
of  her  own  she  should  accept  and  tell  him  that 
she  is  going  to  quit  hustling.  She  is  encouraged 
to  live  with  him  until  she  and  her  man  can  trim 
him.  There  are  hundreds  of  kept  women  who 
are  keeping  pimps. 

The  girl  must  ever  be  on  the  lookout  for  a 
job  for  her  man,  and  so  if  she  hears  about  any 
booze  customers  or  dopes  who  are  “shy  of  a 
good  connection”  she  must  pass  the  information 
on  to  him.  Both  of  them  are  always  willing  to 
make  a crooked  dollar. 

A good  pimp  can  always  teach  his  girl  how  to 
augment  her  income.  She  solicits  gifts  for 
special  favours.  She  takes  tips  for  hard  work. 
If  the  average  man  believes  half  of  what  a 
prostitute  tells  him  about  his  wonderful  sex 
power  he  can  be  forgiven  for  many  of  his 
superiority  complexes. 

Sex  practices  that  become  common  in  houses 
of  prostitution  are  apt  to  find  their  way  into  the 
sacred  chambers  of  decent  married  women. 
These  practices  as  much  as  birth  control 
are  affecting  the  gradually  declining  birth 
rate. 

Before  we  try  to  understand  why  a prostitute 
has  a pimp  let  us  consider  what  some  of  the 
authorities  say  are  the  reasons  for  women 
becoming  prostitutes. 

George  J.  Keeland  in  his  Commercialized 
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Prostitution  in  New  York  lists  the  following 
reasons,  represented  in  percentages  of  total: 


Love 

Pay  ... 

Force 

• • • 
Physical  predisposition 
Moral  weakness 


48 
27 
1 1*4 
7-8 
5-i 


Maud  E.  Miner  in  her  Slavery  of  Prostitution 
said  that  her  study  revealed  the  following 
leasons  for  girls  starting  prostitution. 


Influenced  by  procurers  . 

Bad  home  conditions 
Bad  company  and  amusements 
Personal  reasons:  desertion,  love 
of  finery,  excitement,  etc. 
Economic  or  occupational  fac- 
tors, lack  of  work,  money,  etc. 


Cases.  Percentage. 


256 

25-6 

210 

21-0 

187 

18-7 

r77 

17*7 

170 

I7-0 

Dr.  Wm.  J.  Robinson  in  his  The  Oldest  Pro- 
fession in  the  World , one  of  the  latest  and  best 
books  on  the  subject,  gives  eight  reasons: 


Some  women  like  the  profession. 

Some  women  are  unable  to  get  lovers. 

Homosexual  women  often  choose  prostitution 
as  a means  of  livelihood. 

Respectable  married  women  are  strongly  sexed 
and  their  husbands  are  impotent. 

Bad  example;  girls  see  their  mothers  and  sisters 
in  the  same  business. 


Seduction:  abandonment,  followed  by  real  or 
mock  marriage  and  compulsion  to  prostitution 
at  the  hands  of  brutish  men. 

Weak-willed  timidity  and  ignorance. 

In  order  to  save  money  so  they  may  marrv  with 
a dowry.  } 
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Five  years  of  depression  have  thrown  a good 
deal  of  light  upon  the  economic  factor  in  the 
production  of  vice.  Unemployment  among 
females  has  doubled  or  trebled  in  America. 
Broken  homes  are  much  more  numerous  than 
they  were  ten  years  ago.  The  appalling  growth 
in  the  number  of  girl  and  woman  tramps  has 
compelled  the  Government  to  establish  shelter 
houses  and  camps  for  women.  And  yet,  there 
is  no  authentic  proof  that  commercialized 
prostitution  has  increased. 

No  matter  how  poor,  wretched  or  lonely  the 
majority  of  women  become,  they  can  never 
lower  themselves  to  become  prostitutes.  There 
is  something  so  inherently  decent  and  loyal  in 
most  women  that  nothing  on  earth  will  compel 
them  to  “sell  their  souls.”  Almost  invariably 
we  find  that  those  women  who  enter  prostitu- 
tion as  a result  of  stringent  economic  pressure 
are  so  constituted  morally  and  mentally  that 
they  had  remained  out  of  the  profession  up  to 
that  point  largely  by  chance. 

Police  statistics  in  all  of  the  larger  American 
cities  for  the  last  five  years  suggest  that  less 
women  are  being  arrested  for  prostitution  now 
than  ten  years  ago,  but  we  must  not  forget 
another  factor:  the  income  of  American  men 
has  been  less  than  one-half  of  what  it  was  in  the 
previous  decade,  so  there  has  been  less  money 
for  them  to  spend  on  sex. 

THE  PIMP  AS  LOVER  AND  “HER  MAN” 

Love  justifies  all  things  and  all  is  fair  in  love 
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and  war.  It  has  long  been  supposed  that  a 
woman  maintained  a pimp  solely  because  he 
was  a grand  and  glorious  lover,  a superb  sexual 
animal  who  had  charms  not  possessed  by  most 
men.  Certain  songs  and  ballads  fairly  well 
represent  the  girl’s  attitude  toward  her  “man.” 
The  well-known  song  “My  Man”  is  typical  of 
the  way  in  which  the  pimp’s  woman  feels  about 
things.  It  is  a popular  sporting  house  song. 
All  the  girls  love  it  and  it  goes  a long  way 
toward  explaining  why  the  hustling  girl  has  a 

pimp.  The  most  frequently  quoted  words 
are: 

“It  costs  me  a lot,  but  there’s  one  thing  I’ve 
got, 

It’s  my  Man. 

Two  or  three  girls  has  he,  that  he  likes  as  well 
as  me, 

But  I love  him. 

He  isn’t  much  for  looks, 

But  I love  him. 

He  isn’t  good,  he  isn’t  true,  he  beats  me  too. 

What  can  I do? 

Oh,  my  man,  I love  him  so,  he’ll  never 
know. 

All  my  life  is  bare,  but  when  he  takes  me  in  his 
arms, 

All  the  world  is  bright for  awhile . 

What’s  the  difference  if  I say 
I’ll  go  away, 

When  I know  that  I’ll  come  back,  on  my  hands 
and  knees, 

Some  day? 

No  matter  what  my  man  is,  he  is  mine  and  I am 
his, 

Forever  more!” 
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WHY  DOES  A WOMAN  LOVE  A PIMP  ? 

The  Story  of  Rachel 

Rachel  was  born  and  raised  in  a small 
mid-western  village.  Her  father  was  a self- 
righteous  business  man,  elder  in  the  church, 
superintendent  of  the  Sunday  school.  Her 
mother  was  active  in  the  Ladies’  Aid.  The 
family  always  said  grace  at  meals.  Rachel 
finished  high  school  and  settled  down  to  the 
drab  existence  faced  by  every  small  town  girl. 
She  was  soon  bored,  impatient,  felt  that  she  had 
more  than  this  to  offer  the  world.  She  wrote  to 
a large  sectarian  hospital,  asking  for  an  oppor- 
tunity to  enter  nurses’  training.  After  receiving 
recommendations  from  her  local  pastor  and 
school  superintendent  they  accepted  her. 

She  came  to  Chicago,  and  was  put  to  work 
scrubbing  floors,  emptying  slop  buckets,  and 
other  menial  tasks  reserved  in  American 
hospitals  for  student  nurses.  She  fell  in  love 
with  an  interne,  who  seduced  her.  The 
hospital  authorities  caught  them  together  in 
his  room  and  promptly  expelled  her,  but  let  the 
interne  off  with  a mild  reprimand.  The 
hospital  superintendent  wrote  a letter  to  her 
father.  The  father  wrote  Rachel  a typical 
“Never  darken  my  doorstep  again”  letter.  He 
said,  “I’d  rather  see  you  dead.”  Her  mother 
said,  “I  wish  I were  dead  before  I knew  this.” 
Her  brother  said,  “I’m  going  to  find  out  who 
that  man  is,  and  kill  him.”  Rachel  said, 
wistfully,  “I’m  hungry.” 
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She  found  a job  as  a waitress  in  a cheap 
south  side  restaurant.  She  discovered  she  was 
pregnant.  The  interne  followed  orders  and 
refused  to  see  her.  She  went  to  an  abortionist, 
but  had  no  money  to  pay  him.  She  began 
picking  up  tricks  on  the  streets  and  acquired 
gonorrhea.  Then  she  met  Harry,  a pimp.  He 
carried  her  through  her  trouble,  fed  her, 
clothed  her,  paid  her  bills.  She  became  his 
woman,  hustling  on  the  streets.  Later,  he 
began  to  abuse  her,  married  another  woman, 
had  a child  by  her,  had  a number  of  other 
women.  I asked  Rachel  why  she  loved  him, 
why  she  remained  true  to  him,  why  she 
followed  him  around  the  country.  She  wrote: 

“These  other  women  do  not  know  the  mean- 
ing of  love.  Let  them  long  and  sigh  and  cry 
from  grief.  If  they  shall  see  a train  from  that 
city  where  their  sweetheart  is  they  shall  feel 
like  to  jump  on  the  train  or  to  run  after  the 
train.  If  they  are  poor,  let  them  travel  from 
coast  to  coast  in  the  cheapest  tram  in  the  coldest 
weather,  and  in  hunger  and  in  heat  travel  from 
coast  to  coast,  just  longing  to  see  the  one  they 
love.  7 

“These  other  women  do  not  know  the  mean- 
ing of  love.  Let  them  go  to  jail  and  to  the 
insane  asylum  because  their  untrue  lover  put 
them  away  in  order  to  get  rid  of  them.  They 
do  not  know  the  meaning  of  love.  Let  them 
lay  awake  all  night  and  sigh  and  cry  from  pain 
and  giicf  and  loneliness.  Their  hearts  will 
ache  then  so  much  they  will  think  they  have 
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heart  trouble.  They  do  not  know  the  meaning 
of  love.  Let  them  be  unable  to  study  and  to 
think  and  to  remember,  and  unable  to  work 
and  to  exist  and  to  live.  They  do  not  know  the 
meaning  of  love. 

“To  be  in  love  is  an  ailment.  You  feel  it  in 
every  bone.  Nothing  can  make  you  happy. 
The  world  seems  lost  to  you.  No  matter  how 
many  wives  or  children  my  man  has,  no  matter 
how  crooked  or  perverted  he  may  be,  I only 
live  when  I am  with  him,  I am  only  satisfied 
when  he  takes  my  money.  I do  not  degrade 
myself  when  I stay  with  other  men — I am 
working  for  my  love.  My  poor  pennies  will 
give  him  the  things  he  wants.  I don’t  care  if 
he  lets  other  women  spend  my  poor  hard- 
earned  dollars;  it  makes  me  happy  that  he 
takes  my  money.  If  he  would  only  live  with 
me,  if  he  would  only  stay  with  me  one  night 
a month,  I would  work  the  flesh  off  my  bones; 
I would  do  anything  for  him.  These  other 
women  do  not  know  the  meaning  of  love  like 
I do,  because  I sacrifice,  I suffer,  I give.” 

The  Story  of  Selma 

Selma  is  a tall,  willowy,  black-eyed  Yankee, 
with  ten  generations  of  American  blood  behind 
her.  She  grew  up  with  the  crops  and  stock  in 
an  eastern  village.  She  went  to  the  big  city, 
got  a job  in  a restaurant,  was  ambitious.  She 
met  Bullets,  a Chicago  gangster.  He  taught 
her  to  make  “easy  money.”  They  started  out 
to  get  ten  “grand,”  but  before  they  had  it 
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Chicago  got  too  hot  for  them.  They  went 
south  and  settled  down  quietly  for  a while,  but 
Bullets  got  impatient  and  was  caught.  The 
following  tells  the  story  of  their  progress  : 

“Dear  Dr.  Ben, 

“Am  going  to  answer  your  letter  pronto  as 
that  is  the  only  real  way  I can  keep  my 
correspondence  done.  I got  quite  a kick  out 
of  yours,  and  it  was  just  like  you  were  here  in 
the  room  talking.  I believe,  Doc,  it  has  been 
about  8 years  since  we  bought  those  tickets 
for  that  racketeer  banquet  as  Bullets  has  been 
in  the  stir  nearly  4 years  now  and  we  were  on 
the  go  a couple  of  years  before  his  trouble  and 
that  banquet  was  a year  or  so  anyway  before 
we  left  Chi. 

“I  guess  I wrote  you  wrong  the  last  time 
about  Bullets.  He  did  not  lose  his  parole.  He 
is  not  due  to  go  out  until  August  1936.  What 
I was  trying  to  do  was  get  a year  advancement 
of  his  parole  date,  as  he  really  has  that  coming 
to  him  on  account  of  holding  down  the  job 
that  he  has  for  the  past  3 years,  but  as  yet 
nothing  has  been  done.  I’m  afraid  now  that 
we  can’t  do  anything  for  a long  time,  tho, 
because  day  before  yesterday  the  blow-off 
came  over  at  the  pen. 

There  was  a fellow  who  was  given  parole 
a month  or  so  ago.  He  had  staged  several 
stick-ups  since  released,  and  the  town  has  been 
red  hot.  The  whole  police  force  was  on  the 
watch  for  him,  he  was  connecting  with  his 
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partner  who  was  due  to  the  board,  and  in  the 
meantime  this  fellow  gets  6 guns,  plants  them 
in  the  guards  car,  who  parks  on  the  outside  of 
the  pen  and  goes  to  work  inside  daily.  Any- 
way this  fellow’s  partner  is  on  the  watch  and 
they  get  these  guns,  day  before  yesterday.  The 
parole  board  is  meeting.  They  are  just 
finishing  lunch  at  the  warden’s  house,  these 
6 convicts  rush  to  the  warden’s  home,  knock 
him  unconscious,  he  is  not  expected  to  live,  has 
concussion  of  the  brain  and  the  back  of  his 
head  stove  in.  They  have  been  waiting  2 days 
to  see  what  happens  to  him.  Then  they 
kidnap  3 board  members  which  they  shoot  both 
and  wound  in  the  legs,  and  two  guards,  and 
beat  it.  They  are  90  miles  away  before  they 
finally  capture  them,  and  in  the  capture  they 
kill  3 convicts  and  the  other  3 are  back  in  jail 
waiting  the  outcome  of  the  warden  to  see  what 
charges  they  will  prefer.  The  next  night  they 
capture  this  other  fellow  whom  they  been 
looking  for,  and  after  the  capture  of  the  other 
fellows  they  give  them  the  workout,  and  they 
confess  that  it  was  this  con  who  was  out  on 
parole  who  engineered  the  whole  lot.  Well 
you  know  the  outcome,  all  prisoners  are  locked 
up,  a State  investigation  will  be  held  Thursday, 
and  there  is  hell  to  pay.  So  Doc,  I think  it  is 
best  to  let  matters  wait.  Everything  is  dyna- 
mite over  there.  I’m  going  to  get  you  the 
papers  of  this  affair  so  you  can  see  to  what 
proportions  things  have  gotten  to.  I am  so 
afraid  now  that  they  will  cancel  all  paroles,  as 
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these  newspapers  down  here  are  a pain  in  the 
ass.  Every  day  there  has  been  a page  of 
protest  about  the  laxity  of  the  parole  board, 
and  their  secret  meetings,  and  now  with  the 
parole  board  members  themselves  being  into 
this  and  their  lives  endangered  the  way  they 
have  been,  you  can  imagine  what  is  going  to 
happen. 

“Bullets  feels  pretty  bad  about  this.  I was 
over  to  see  him  last  Friday  and  he  is  getting 
along  splendid,  but  on  the  hot  seat  to  go  to 
the  road.  I know  if  there  is  anyone  who  could 
help  Bullets  it  is  you.  I am  so  dam  tired  of 
being  by  myself  all  the  time.  It  is  just  that 
Mick’s  luck  that  I don’t  mess  around  much  or 
I would  be  out  looking  for  another  man,  but 
as  it  is  all  I do  is  eat,  sleep  and  work.  I some- 
times kick  my  ass  for  being  such  a chump  as  to 
be  right  with  him,  but  I guess  it  is  to  be  that 
way  or  I would  meet  someone  else  without 
trying.  Don’t  you  ever  get  lonesome  now  that 
the  Mrs.  is  gone?  At  least  you  have  the  thought 
with  you  that  she  was  right  with  you,  where 
with  me  I know  different  about  Bullets,  he  was 
a big  chippy. 

“I’m  getting  along  just  fine  most  ways. 
Moved  over  to  this  address  2 months  ago  and 
like  it  so  much  better  than  the  other  place. 

I have  a 6-room  flat  and  have  another  girl 
friend  here  with  me.  Business  goes  along  the 
same  as  usual  here  in  the  south,  but  at  that  I 
guess  conditions  aren’t  as  bad  here  as  up  north. 

I said  yesterday  that  you  had  to  work  harder 
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to  get  $40  now  than  you  used  to  have  to  work 
for  $100.  The  whole  fleet  came  in  the  harbour 
a little  while  ago  and  for  a while  all  you  could 
see  on  the  streets  was  gobs.  I don’t  leave 
them  in,  tho,  as  they  give  one  so  much  grief 
and  I have  just  a small  flat. 

“Say  who  do  you  think  I saw  the  other 
night?  Do  you  remember  Johny  Murphy? 
His  girl  was  little  Peggy,  she  went  to  work  for 
me  one  time  when  I was  on  Belmont.  Well  he 
is  still  the  same  Johny.  He  claims  now  to  be 
broadcasting  over  the  radio  but  I never  heard 
him  myself.  Hear  of  the  Bob  Strongs  once  in 
a while,  he  is  a fight  manager  now,,  it  is  like 
pouring  gasoline  on  fire  to  have  it  said  he  was 
once  a pimp,  but  I never  fail  to  tell  it  when  I 
have  a chance.  I hate  his  guts.  Billie  married 
a square  apple  and  still  does  a little  business  on 
the  side,  but  not  as  active  as  before. 

“I  had  a letter  the  other  day  from  A in 

Quentin.  He  said  that  Mooney  is  in  a fair 
frame  of  mind  and  really  believes  he  will  win 
this  time.  Eighteen  years  is  a long  time  in 
anyones  life  isn’t  it.  Its  not  as  bad  as  when 
we  read  last  summer  that  Dillinger  got  shot. 
I was  sorry  to  hear  that,  as  I had  hoped  he 
would  still  keep  going.  He  sure  had  plenty  of 
guts,  some  of  his  good  friends  must  have  sold 
him  out,  or  otherwise  they  would  not  have 
known  to  go  to  that  show.  Well  Doc,  it  goes 
to  prove  the  old  saying  is  right,  that  crime  does 
not  pay.  I told  Bullets  that,  and  the  way  he’s 
worrying  to  get  to  the  road  I guess  he’s  got  his 
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belly  full  of  that  spot  he’s  in.  He  better  have 
by  the  time  he  gets  out  as  he  really  is  going  to 
walk  the  chalk  line. 

“How  is  your  business  progressing?  Down 
here  they  do  not  have  any  place  like  Lawndale, 
any  girl  that  is  caught  is  given  the  board  of 
health  and  if  she  does  not  pass  they  treat  her 
in  the  jail.  If  you  pass  them  you  are  turned 
loose,  no  fine  or  anything,  a pinch  means  just 
a night  in  jail.  Its  a paradise  for  all  the  worn- 
out  girls,  and  what  I mean,  Doc,  there  are 
some  girls  that  are  working  around  who  are 
about  2 years  b.c.,  but  to  work  in  a house  you 
really  have  to  be  in  the  pink.  I’m  nearly  30 
myself,  its  about  time  I got  out  of  this  racket. 

Well  Doc,  I can’t  think  of  anything  much 
else  to  say  so  will  let  this  say  it  all  for  this  time. 
My  best  to  you  as  always,  and  hope  your  family 
is  well. 

“ Selma.” 


THE  PIMP  AND  MARRIAGE 

Making  a guess  based  upon  intimate  acquain- 
tance with  thousands  of  pimps  I would  say  that 
fully  75  per  cent,  of  them  have  been  married  at 
some  time  in  their  lives.  A number  have  had 
multiple  marriages  and  not  a few  bigamous 
ones.  Practically  the  same  statement  could  be 
made  about  the  women,  but  marriage  doesn’t 
mean  much  in  the  life  of  a man  or  woman  in 
the  vice  racket. 

Many  a pimp  who  forms  an  alliance  with  a 
prostitute  has  a respectable  wife,  and  some  have 
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families.  Often  they  succeed  in  keeping  their 
nefarious  attachments  hidden  for  some  time, 
but  as  “murder  will  out,”  sooner  or  later  their 
racket  “will  out.”  Some  of  the  most  pathetic 
things  I have  seen  in  the  underworld  have  been 
similar  to  the  following: 

When  I was  urologist  at  the  House  of  Correc- 
tion in  Chicago  a prisoner  who  was  doing  a 
year  for  hijacking  asked  me  to  treat  his  wife  and 
child.  I did,  and  got  well  acquainted  with  his 
family.  She  washed  and  scrubbed  and  did 
everything  honest  to  take  care  of  the  family 
until  he  got  out.  When  he  was  released  he 
immediately  went  back  to  the  “booze  game. 
While  in  it  he  got  acquainted  with  “Red,”  a 
striking  red-headed  girl  of  18.  In  a month  she 
was  hustling  for  him  and  living  in  the  same 
home  with  his  wife  and  children.  Soon  he 
picked  up  a second  red-headed  girl  who  also 
moved  in  on  the  family.  This  fellow  s wife 
cooked  for  and  took  care  of  the  girls  and  “they 
lived  happy  ever  after”  until  he  tried  staying 
out  nights  with  a fourth  woman. 

Rose,  a fiery  Italian  type,  had  a rooming 
house,  rented  rooms  to  hustling  girls,  and 
developed  a trade.  One  day,  when  there  was 
no  girl  there,  Rose’s  husband  went  to  the  door 
and  met  a prospective  buyer.  He  said  to  his 
wife,  “Honey,  we  ought  not  to  lose  this  two 
dollars.  You  take  care  of  that  man.” 

Alice,  mother  of  two  high  school  children, 
had  a pimp  husband.  She  stood  out  against  it 
for  six  years,  but  one  day  when  business  was 
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good  at  the  joint  and  one  of  the  girls  was  sick 
she  volunteered  to  take  the  sick  girl’s  place. 
I he  holy  bonds  of  matrimony  are  unholy  and 
unimportant  to  the  pimp. 

Why  does  a woman  fall  in  love  with  a pimp? 
God  knows!  She  just  falls  in  love  and  that  is 
all  there  is  to  it.  It  may  be  her  biological 
imperative,  her  maternal  instinct,  an  CEdipus 
complex,  her  hunger  for  sex.  It  may  be 
because  she  is  a moron  or  a psychopathic 
personality,  an  eccentric  ego.  She  may  have 
either  a superiority  or  an  inferiority  complex. 
She  may  have  what  some  of  the  psychologists 
call  an  “escape  from  reality  mechanism”  or  it 
may  be  a substitution,  or  association.  It  may 
be  because  she  is  poor  and  hungry,  or  rich  and 
bored.  She  may  do  it  to  spite  her  family  or  to 
degrade  her  husband.  Or  again  it  may  be  that 
her  mother  warned  her  against  the  man,  or  the 
fortune  teller  told  her  she  was  going  to  meet 
such  a wonderful  fellow  and  fall  in  love  with 
him.  Or  it  may  be  on  the  strength  of  a likeness, 
because  he  had  a chin  just  like  her  father,  or 
red  hair  like  her  first  husband’s. 

Her  pimp  may  have  been  the  gangster  hero 
or  the  janitor  in  the  house.  He  may  have  been 
a bashful  Y.M.C.A.  boy  or  an  escaped  mur- 
derer. He  may  have  been  a splendid  hard- 
working man,  or  he  may  have  been  the  big 
pimp  in  the  community  with  the  reputation  of 
having  twelve  girls.  He  may  have  been  a 
beautiful,  clean-cut  young  man  who  never  had 
a sweetheart  in  his  life. 
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He  may  have  been  anything,  or  looked  like 
anybody.  He  may  be  as  beautiful  as  Adonis, 
ugly  as  sin,  thin  as  a rail,  fat,  educated,  or 
ignorant.  He  may  be  an  old  married  man 
with  seven  children,  or  a college  student.  He 
may  be  black,  white,  yellow,  brown.  He  may 
be  blind  or  a cripple,  sick  with  T.B.  or  heart 
disease,  but  “He  is  her  Man.” 


CHAPTER  II 


The  Pimp  and  His  “Hooker”  How  He  Acquires , 
Enslaves  and  Holds  His  Girl 

It  is  now  necessary  to  call  your  attention  to 
the  fact  that  the  prostitute  is  a definite  type. 
Unless  she  is  built  that  way  by  the  decree  of 
heredity  or  fate,  plus  a something  that  is 
glandular,  mental  and  environmental,  she 
never  can  become  an  individual  who  will 
degrade  herself  and  support  a pimp.  With 
no  definite  figures  to  back  me  I would  say  that 
less  than  one-half  of  i per  cent,  of  females  could 
ever  become  full-fledged  prostitutes,  and  that 
most  women  are  inherently  and  fundamentally 
so  constituted  that  they  will  live  honest,  decent 
lives  and  could  not  become  prostitutes  no 
matter  what  happened,  or  with  whom  they 
fell  in  love. 

There  is,  also,  a class  of  natural  born  pimps, 
who  take  to  enslaving  and  exploiting  women  as 
naturally  as  a duck  to  water.  They  have  a 
genius  for  it  just  as  other  men  have  for  business 
or  art,  but  the  majority  of  pimps  must  learn 
their  profession.  In  a certain  social  level  in 
society  sex  exploitation  is  the  order  of  the  day. 
In  an  environment  composed  of  sporting 
houses,  gambling  joints,  pool  rooms,  certain 
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hotels,  and  restaurants,  pimps  and  their 
“broads”  are  as  common  as  musicians  are  in 
the  Fine  Arts  Building.  Everybody  who  hangs 
around  racketeers’  homes  and  workshops  knows 
about  it— taxicab  drivers,  bell  boys,  gamblers, 
pool  room  sharks,  and  others  who  live  and 
work  in  an  atmosphere  where  whores  and 
pimps  are  a part  of  the  social  structure. 

In  this  age  many  of  the  racketeers,  including 
the  vice  group,  work  in  apartments  and  build- 
ings where  there  are  hundreds  of  legitimate 
business  firms,  and  most  of  them  live  in 
apparently  respectable  hotels.  In  a hundred 
of  the  most  popular  second-class  hotels  in 
Chicago  racketeers  of  some  sort  make  up  the 
bulk  of  the  guests.  Few  hustlers  live  where 
they  work;  it  is  not  only  dangerous  but  unsatis- 
factory. In  the  old  days  they  lived  in  the  joints 
or  in  cheap  rooms.  Now  most  of  them  live  in 
well-appointed  hotels  and  have  rooms  with 
baths  that  cost  from  $10  to  $25  a week.  Many 
of  the  pimps  have  apartments  for  each  of  their 
girls.  These  apartments  are  in  the  best  parts 
of  the  town.  Often  the  neighbours  have  no 
idea  that  the  charming  young  man  living  next 
door  with  his  “wife”  and  her  “sister”  is  a well- 
known  pimp.  I have  seen  Negro  pimps  living 
with  white  women  in  a first-class  white  com- 
munity. They  get  by  sometimes  because  the 
Negro  is  light.  Sometimes  he  is  supposed  to  be 
the  chauffeur  or  servant.  In  one  case  a Negro 
pimp  lived  in  a fashionable  street  with  two 
white  girls  and  one  coloured  one.  The 
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coloured  people  were  supposed  to  be  the 
servants. 

. The  factors  responsible  for  the  pimp  and  his 
gills  not  living  where  they  work  are  many. 
If  she  works  in  a joint  the  keepers  do  not  want 
him  about.  If  she  is  hustling  on  the  street  she 
brings  her  tricks  to  a hotel  or  rooming  house. 
A few  girls  live  with  their  parents  and  I know 
a few  pimps  who  are  apparently  happy  home 
boys.  There  are  some  who  live  with  their  wives 
and  families  and  have  hustlers  on  the  side. 

Pimps  and  whores  are  usually  popular  in 
their  own  circle.  They  dress  well,  drink  plenty, 
have  money  to  spend,  gamble  a great  deal,  have 
company  in  their  rooms,  often  throw  big 
parties,  patronize  the  beer  flats  and  the 
cabarets.  They  mix  in  politics,  vote  thought- 
fully, and  in  their  own  environment  are 
regarded  as  friendly  and  good  fellows. 

The  pimp  is  always  boasting  about  his  hustler 
or  “broad.”  He  exaggerates  the  women’s 
earning  capacity.  I have  watched  a group  of 
hotel  guests  sit  with  open  mouth  and  eager  eyes 
while  Slick  told  for  the  fortieth  time  how  much 
money  he  had  made  out  of  his  four  women 

when  they  were  hustling  at  the  old Hotel. 

The  pimp  in  his  own  world  is  often  a hero,  a 
good  fellow,  a man  to  be  envied  and  emulated 
and  it  is  quite  natural  that  some  of  the  males 
living  in  such  an  environment  try  to  emulate 
him.  And  many  men  develop  a psychology 

and  later  an  art  that  makes  them  successful 
pimps.  ' . 
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The  girls  are  the  same.  They  parade  around 
in  their  new  gowns  boasting  of  how  much  their 
men  have  spent  on  them.  When  one  gets  a new 
fur  coat  her  whole  little  world  knows  about  it. 
The  men  take  pride  in  keeping  their  women 
well  dressed,  and  the  talk  is  always  that  “he” 
has  bought  the  clothes.  Apparently  he  forgets 
how  the  girl  has  earned  it. 

One  would  suppose  that  if  it  was  whispered 
about  in  a dance  hall  or  a restaurant  “that  the 
fine-looking  fellow  with  the  dark  hair,  dancing 
with  the  fat  girl,  is  a pimp,”  that  this  statement 
would  injure  him.  On  the  contrary  there  is  a 
type  of  girl  who  asks  to  be  introduced  to  him. 

Let  me  cite  a case  illustrating  the  simplicity 
of  the  “pimp-whore”  arrangement.  Bobby 
and  Clara  are  two  young  women,  ages  18  and 
19,  born  on  a Wisconsin  farm.  They  are 
cousins;  their  fathers  had  adjoining  farms  and 
their  parents  worked  hard  and  were  industrious, 
God-fearing  folks.  The  girls  were  compelled 
to  work  hard,  had  little  time  for  recreation,  few 
clothes,  and  were  not  permitted  to  go  to 
dances.  They  ran  away  from  home,  went  to 
St.  Paul,  obtained  positions  as  domestics,  began 
to  run  around  to  dance  halls,  were  arrested. 
The  St.  Paul  authorities  notified  their  parents, 
sent  them  home  to  the  Wisconsin  farm.  They 
stayed  a month,  ran  away  to  Chicago,  worked 
as  domestic  servants,  went  to  cheap  dances,  and 
became  promiscuous  for  pleasure. 

While  they  were  being  loved  in  Lincoln  Park 
an  ambitious  taxicab  driver  said  to  them, 
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You  have  got  a million  dollars  worth,  why 
don’t  you  sell  some  of  it?”  They  said,  “How? 

Where?”  He  told  them  to  go  over  to  the 

Hotel,  a joint  that  he  had  often  brought  patrons 
to.  These  are  known  as  “line  loads.”  His 
commission  was  $2  of  every  $5  the  tricks  spent. 

The  next  day  Bobby  and  Clara  presented 
themselves  at  the  hotel.  They  asked  for  the 
manager.  He  interviewed  them.  It  was  brief, 
simple,  and  satisfactory.  “Where  did  you  work 
before?”  “Have  you  money  to  buy  teddies?” 
“Have  you  got  a man?”  “Are  you  willing  to 
live  over  at  the  hotel  where  the  rest  of  the  girls 
do?”  S 

He  put  the  girls  to  work.  Business  was  good. 
They  earned  about  $40  apiece.  There  were 
ten  other  girls  working  in  the  joint.  During  the 
entire  work  day  they  heard  the  other  girls 
talking  about  their  men.  Now,  remember, 
these  girls  had  never  been  in  a sporting  house 
in  their  lives,  nor  had  they  ever  earned  a cent 
with  their  sex,  but  as  the  day  drew  on  they 
became  familiar  with  the  methods  of  the 
business,  and  were  completely  psychologized 
to  the  point  where  they  accepted  the  viewpoint 
that  every  hustler  has  a pimp.  At  the  end  of 
the  day  the  manager  took  Bobby,  and  another 
man  took  Clara  over  to  a different  hotel.  The 
men  said  to  the  women:  “Now  you  give  us  your 
money,  and  we  will  buy  you  some  nice  clothes, 
and  we  will  put  some  of  the  money  in  the  bank 
for  you.”  Believe  it  or  not,  the  girls  went  to 
v 01  k the  next  day,  each  boasting  of  her  lover 
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pimp,  and  each  trying  to  “top  the  house”  so  as 

to  have  more  money  for  him. 

As  will  be  seen  from  some  of  the  case  records, 
it  is  not  always  so  simple.  Ralph’s  story  may 
sound  as  if  we  had  lifted  it  from  a confessional 

magazine. 

Ralph  lived  with  his  beautiful  twenty-year- 
old  wife  and  two-year-old  child  in  a Missouri 
town.  There  was  unemployment,  sickness,  and 
tragedy  at  their  door.  They  talked  it  over. 
Jean  suggested  that  she  become  a prostitute  to 
keep  them  from  starving.  He  protested,  but 
against  his  will  she  took  the  fatal  step.  His 
protest  grew  more  feeble  and  it  was  he  who 
suggested  they  move  to  Chicago  where  business 
might  be  better.  Now  that  is  the  end  of  the 
confessional  magazine  part  of  it.  The  actual 
facts  are  that  in  less  than  a month  after  they 
were  located  in  Chicago  and  Jean  was  ^making 
a hundred  and  a half  a week  at  Helen  s place, 
Ralph  was  dressed  up,  hanging  around  in 
gambling  joints  with  other  pimps,  and  in  three 
months  “copped  off”  “the  Queen,’  who  was 
the  manicure  girl  in  the  hotel.  And  Jean,  the 
legal,  lawful,  loving  wife  broke  the  Queen  into 
the  business  of  hustling.  And  as  to  the  earnings 
of  these  two  women,  did  they  go  to  support  the 
poor  child,  or  the  destitute  parents  of  the  three 
of  them?  No.  Ralph  became  a big  shot  in  the 
pimp  world,  gambling  and  drinking,  and  taking 
other  women  to  cabarets,  and  the  child  was 
shipped  off  to  some  relative.  . . 

One  more  typical  story  of  how  simple  it  is  to 
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become  a pimp.  Again  we  remind  the  reader 
that  no  man  can  become  one  unless  he  has 
mental,  moral  and  character  defects,  and  low 
standards: 

Billy  was  one  of  four  sons  of  Russian  emigrant 
parents.  He  was  raised  in  the  Ghetto,  went 
through  grammar  school,  started  clerking  in  a 
store,  went  on  the  road  as  a travelling  salesman 
for  a jeweller,  and  became  quite  successful. 
Out  on  the  road  he  developed  new  habits,  and 
when  he  got  back  to  Chicago  he  was  not  con- 
tent to  stay  with  the  old  folks  in  the  Ghetto. 

He  took  a room  at  the  old Hotel,  which 

was  the  centre  for  a good  many  racketeers  and 
hustlers.  He  became  acquainted  with  Babe,  a 
public  woman,  who  had  a room  next  to  his. 
They  became  friendly  and  intimate,  but  Billy 
apparently  had  no  desire  to  become  a pimp. 
He  was  making  good  money  on  the  road. 
During  the  ’flu  epidemic  Billy  took  sick,  and 
Babe  nursed  him.  They  started  to  live  in  the 
same  room  together.  Billy’s  money  gave  out, 
Babe  loaned  him  some  of  hers.  They  deve- 
loped a beautiful  friendship  with  genuine 
affection.  When  Billy  got  well  and  wanted  to 
go  back  on  the  road  Babe  suggested  that  he 
postpone  his  road  trip  for  awhile,  until  he  got 
stronger,  and  she  would  earn  the  money.  He 
consented,  and  it  wasn’t  very  long  before  he 
was  a class  “B”  pimp.  But  this  is  only  part  of 
the  story.  Billy  had  a younger  brother,  Al, 
who  was  a taxicab  driver.  At  first  Billy  was 
ashamed  of  his  behaviour,  and  tried  to  keep  it 
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secret.  But  gradually  he  became  indifferent, 
and  his  family  used  to  come  to  see  him,  and  he 
used  to  take  Babe  to  see  his  family.  Babe  had 
a girl  friend  named  Genevieve  who  was  work- 
ing and  chipping  about.  A1  and  Genevieve 
became  friendly  and  intimate,  and  soon  a 
voluntary  agreement  was  made  that  Genevieve 
should  hustle  for  Al. 

Billy  had  a third  brother,  Abe,  who  was  a 
few  years  older,  married,  and  had  three  chil- 
dren. Abe  used  to  fraternize  with  his  two  pimp 
brothers.  When  he  saw  what  an  easy  life  they 
had  and  what  fine  clothes  they  were  wearing, 
he  became  dissatisfied  with  his  drudgery  and 
family  and  developed  an  ambition  to  be  like 
them.  It  is  said  that  God  always  rewards 
honest  endeavour.  Soon  Abe  had  a woman 
selling  her  body  and  was  using  a part  of  the 
money  to  support  his  wife  and  children.  But 
it  is  also  said  that  the  Devil’s  money  does  no 
good.  Abe’s  children  began  to  have  trouble 
with  the  Juvenile  authorities,  and  when  Abe’s 
wife  learned  how  the  money  to  buy  her  coat 
was  earned  she  rebelled,  and  Abe  reformed  and 
went  back  to  the  shop,  regretting  that  he  didn’t 
have  the  essentials  to  make  a successful  pimp. 

Apparently  none  of  the  family  was  fitted  to 
be  successful  at  the  business,  for  after  a few 
years  of  wrangling  Genevieve  left  Al  and  he 
tried  several  other  unprofitable  women,  finally 
gave  up  the  business  and  went  back  to  his 
taxicab. 

Babe  also  outgrew  her  man.  Some  guy  with 
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a bank  roll  offered  her  a flat  and  a Dodge  car, 
and  Billy  didn’t  have  the  strength  or  the  ambi- 
tion to  look  for  another  woman,  and  although 
there  was  no  position  as  a travelling  salesman 
open  for  him,  he  took  a job  as  a taxicab  driver. 

Pimping  is  largely  a part-time  profession. 
More  than  half  of  the  high-grade  pimps  are 
working,  usually  in  some  sort  of  racketeer 
business.  A musician  in  a cabaret  is  often 
helping  some  hostess  hustler  spend  her  money. 
Bartenders  often  buy  coats  for  their  wives  with 
the  money  earned  over  the  bed  sheets.  A 
petty  politician  who  acts  as  fixer  or  protector 
is  often  the  man  of  the  madame  or  an  inmate. 

There  are  quite  a few  pimps  who  are  police 
officers.  Charlie,  one  of  the  Detective  Squad, 
cited  three  times  for  bravery  in  the  last  year, 
is  riding  around  in  a Buick  that  Irene  paid  for 
by  four  months’  work  in  a Wisconsin  joint. 
Besides  his  wife,  he  is  apparently  satisfying  two 
other  women,  for  they  are  freely  giving  him 
their  money. 

Now  that  we  have  seen  some  of  the  ways  by 
which  a girl  acquires  a pimp  and  observed  his 
function  as  protector,  guard,  and  impresario, 
let  us  view  him  as  a home  body.  Let  us  first 
dispel  the  idea  that  the  pimp  is  a powerful, 
versatile,  sexual  artist.  A woman  who  con- 
tacts with  two,  five,  ten,  twenty,  fifty  and 
sometimes  more  men  a day  has  comparatively 
little  need  for  sexual  intercourse  at  the  end  of 
the  day.  While  her  day’s,  or  night’s,  work  is 
largely  mechanical  and  she  tries  to  save  her 
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emotionaroutlet  until  she  is  with  her  man,  it  is 

a ' 

not  always  possible  to  do  so.  And  she  comes 
home  exhausted  and  spent  and  needs  anything 
but  sex.  What  she  does  need  and  craves  is  love 
and  attention  and  a companion  to  talk  to  about 
the  day’s  work.  Amd  the  satisfactory  pimp  is 
the  man  who  can  give  tenderness,  devotion  and 
flattery  to  his  girl. 

Let  us  listen-in  to  a conversation  that  always 
gets  the  bank  roll  and  inspires  the  girl  to  try 
harder  to  make  money:  “Well,  old  kid,  you 
certainly  knocked  them  dead,  this  is  the  third 
time  this  week  you  topped  the  house.  You 
know,  nine  times  this  month  you  brought  me 
over  $40.  Now,  I am  going  to  put  half  of  this 
money  in  the  bank,  like  I do  every  day,  and 
when  I get  my  car  paid  for  we  are  going  to  buy 
you  a swell  coat  for  $700,  and  Christmas  we 
want  to  send  your  mother  $100.  And,  Baby, 
you  are  only  going  to  have  to  work  about  four 
months  more,  and  we  will  have  enough  money 
together  to  buy  a hotel,  and  you  will  never  have 
to  work  any  more.  Now  I’ll  admit  I got 
another  woman.  But  you  know  me,  she  don’t 
mean  a damned  thing  to  me;  she  is  just  helping 
me  pay  my  debts;  you  are  my  heart.  I love 
you.  None  of  these  broads  can  give  me  any- 
thing, only  you.  I am  just  crazy  about  you. 
My  one  ambition  is  to  see  you  get  out  of  the 
racket.  I am  just  fussing  around  with  Pearl,  so 
as  to  get  a little  more  money  to  pay  our  debts. 
The  more  money  Pearl  earns  the  sooner  you 
will  stop  hustling.  I wouldn’t  live  with  that 
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woman  if  she  was  the  last  woman  on  earth. 
Look  at  your  lovely  hair.  Hers  is  like  a horse’s 
tail.  You  have  a beautiful  body.  I bet  if  the 
artists  in  town  knew  about  you  you  would  be 
the  most  popular  model  in  town.  Why,  Pearl 
has  a body  like  a truck  horse. 

Now,  my  little  darling,  I am  crazy  about  you. 
Just  as  soon  as  we  get  a little  ahead  we  are 
going  to  get  married  and  quit  the  racket 
together.  Now,  Baby,  I just  got  to  go  out. 
Some  of  the  Moran  gang  are  bringing  in  a car- 
load of  whisky,  and  if  I can  get  a hundred 
cases  of  that  I can  make  a grand.  Now,  Baby, 
kiss  your  daddy,  and  go  to  sleep,  and  I will  see 
you  day  after  to-morrow.” 

The  commercial  sex  business  may  be  founded 
on  biological  necessity,  but  its  structure  rests 
upon  lies  and  hypocrisies.  There  are  some 
women  selling  “it”  because  they  like  the  sensa- 
tion and  enjoy  giving  pleasure  to  their  custo- 
mers, but  these  are  few  and  far  between,  and 
there  are  no  women  who  continue  to  enjoy  the 
work.  It  is  usually  a difficult,  laborious  task, 
and  often  they  hate  their  sex  partner,  and 
despise  his  method,  but  they  must  appear  to 
enjoy  it.  They  must  register  friendliness. 
They  must  “bull”  the  customer  and  invite  him 
back.  Every  business  transaction  has  its  dis- 
advantages. They  must  not  only  outrage  their 
sense  of  decency,  stifle  the  thought  that  the  act 
might  culminate  in  pregnancy,  but  they  must 
be  the  partner’s  lover  for  the  moment  in  order 
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that  he  may  quickly  transact  his  business. 
They  become  adept  in  bulling  and  in  bluffing, 
and  saying  and  doing  things  they  don’t 

mean. 

There  is  no  one  so  easy  to  bull  and  bluli  and 
to  cheat  and  to  lie  to  as  a buller,  blufFei , 
cheater  and  liar.  The  same  kind  ol  lies  that  a 
girl  hands  out  all  day  to  her  customers  she 
receives  from  her  lover  at  home,  and  seems  to 
like  it  and  get  fat  on  it.  The  most  impossible 
cock  and  bull  stories  told  by  her  lover  are 
swallowed  hook,  line  and  sinker.  The  lying 
and  the  imagination  and  the  fairy  stories  that 
the  pimps  hand  out  to  their  women  would  do 
justice  to  a Gulliver.  Some  pimps  hold  their 
women  by  genuine  love  and  devotion,  some  by 
lying  and  bluffing,  and  others  by  feai  and 
beating. 


THE  ROLE  OF  FEAR  AS  A METHOD  OF  HOLDING 

THE  GIRLS 

The  majority  of  pimps  abuse  and  beat  and 
sometimes  horribly  mutilate  their  women.  I 
have  seen  hundreds  of  whores  with  black  eyes, 
cut  lips,  broken  heads,  bruised  bodies  that  were 
acquired  from  their  loving  men.  Some  beat 
their  women  only  when  they  have  a reasonable 
excuse.  Others  do  it  daily.  Men  who  live  a 
low,  vicious  life,  if  they  have  any  of  the  finer 
sensibilities,  are  ashamed  and  disgusted  with 
themselves.  Some  of  them  are  too  timid  or 
cowardly  to  fight  with  men;  they  vent  all  the 
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hate  they  have  upon  their  women.  And  man- 
handling their  women  often  Telieves  their  pent- 
up  disgust  and  bitterness,  and,  since  one  of  the 
most  glorious  experiences  men  and  women  have 
in  their  sacred  bedrooms  is  the  reconciliation 
after  an  outrage,  some  of  the  most  precious 
moments  in  the  life  of  a miserable  creature  is 
when  her  pimp  is  kneeling  at  her  side  weeping 
and  begging  for  forgiveness  for  having  knocked 
her  about.  “He  isn’t  any  good,  and  he  beats 
me  too,  but  I love  him  so,”  tells  the  story. 

There  is  a type  of  sporting  woman  who  lives 
in  mortal  dread  of  her  man.  He  threatens  to 
kill  her  if  she  leaves  him.  This  is  usually  a 
bluff,  but  not  always.  Recently  Betty  came 
into  the  office,  a beautiful  brunette  with  curly 
hair.  She  wept  and  complained  that  Roxy 
wouldn’t  let  her  alone,  and  had  beaten  her 
because  she  said  she  was  going  to  “square  it 
and  go  legit.”  She  said,  “I  am  afraid  Roxy 
will  kill  me  if  I leave  him.”  I answered,  “Why, 
that  pimp  wouldn’t  kill  a flea.  He  is  just 
bluffing  you.  Go  ahead,  get  a legitimate  job, 
and  lead  a decent  life.”  She  took  my  advice, 
went  back  to  her  room  to  get  her  clothes,  told 
Roxy  that  she  was  done  with  hustling,  and  that 
she  was  going  home  to  her  mother,  never  to 
hustle  again.  Roxy  tried  to  convince  her  with 
his  fists.  She  came  back  with  a vase,  and  Roxy 
pulled  a “38,”  fired  six  shots;  two  of  them 
landed  in  the  soft  tissue  of  Betty’s  hip,  two  went 
wild,  but  the  last  two,  fired  while  they  were 
struggling,  entered  Roxy’s  own  chest.  At  the 
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funeral  Betty  was  in  widow’s  weeds,  weeping 
copiously. 

Several  years  ago  a bootlegging  pimp  friend 
of  mine  was  arrested  in  New  York  for  shooting 
his  girl.  He  sent  for  me  and  asked  me  to 
“front”  for  him.  I went  down  to  see  the 
State’s  Attorney  and  explained  that  it  was  a 
simple  love  quarrel,  and  that  the  girl  wasn’t 
hurt  very  bad.  The  State’s  Attorney  said, 
“Ben,  you  are  a criminologist,  what  would  you 
do  in  this  case?”  I told  him  that  I would  give 
the  man  a break,  and  put  him  on  probation. 
He  took  my  advice  and  did  just  as  I asked. 
We  both  went  over  to  the  cell  and  I said  to 
my  friend,  "'Now,  Charlie,  if  the  State  s 
Attorney  gives  you  a break,  and  lets  you  out, 
will  you  quit  the  racket,  and  leave  the  girl 
alone?”  He  swore  by  all  that  was  holy  he 
would  do  so.  Four  hours  after  he  had  left  the 
prison,  he  and  his  girl  were  gloriously  stewed, 
and  he  ended  the  celebration  by  putting  a 
bullet  in  her  heart.  A few  days  later  the 
State’s  Attorney  said  to  me,  “Reitman,  you  are 
a great  criminologist.” 

While  I was  a physician  at  the  County  Jail  in 
Chicago  I was  making  my  rounds  one  day,  and 
a Negro  pimp,  Buster,  who  was  there  waiting 
trial  on  a charge  of  murder  stopped  me  and 
asked,  “Doctor,  will  you  do  me  a favour?”  I 
answered,  “Certainly.”  He  said,  “I  have  some 
insurance  papers  I want  you  to  fill  out.  I want 
to  collect  some  money  so  I can  pay  the  lawyers 
to  defend  me.”  I started  to  fill  out  the  papers, 
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when  I came  to  the  question,  “Cause  of 
death.”  I said,  “Buster,  what  did  your  woman 
die  from?”  He  said,  “I  killed  her.  She  was 
fussing  around  with  that  white  iceman  and 
wasn’t  getting  any  money  from  him.  When  I 
told  her  that  that  was  no  way  to  do  business 
she  sassed  me.  I hit  her  with  a hatchet  and 
she  died.”  He  added,  “Doctor,  will  you  do  me 
another  favour?  My  trial  comes  up  next 
Monday  before  Judge  Hopkins.  Will  you  go 
and  talk  to  the  judge  for  me?”  I consented, 
and  the  following  conversation  took  place 
between  the  judge  and  myself: 

“Judge  Hopkins,  I came  to  see  you  about 
Buster.  He  is  a poor,  ignorant  coloured  man 
who  killed  his  wife  and  is  coming  up  before  you 
Monday.  Please  be  kind  to  him.”  The  judge: 
“I  want  to  be  kind  to  him,  and  every  prisoner 
that  comes  before  me.  This  man  has  pleaded 
guilty  to  murder.  What  can  I do?  What 
would  you  do  ? I have  seen  you  take  the  stand 
as  an  expert  in  several  murder  cases.  What 
would  you  do  in  this  case?”  Remembering 
my  previous  experience,  I replied,  “Judge,  do 
you  think  a $10  fine  would  be  too  much?” 

Aside  from  actual  physical  violence  there  is 
another  kind  of  fear  which  pimps  instil  into  the 
hearts  of  their  women.  It  is  a sort  of  psychic, 
unexplainable  hypnosis.  They  look  at  the 
girls  and  the  girls  are  cowed.  They  are  afraid 
to  go  away  or  to  talk  back.  They  are  afraid  to 
knock  down  a dollar  for  fear  their  men  by  some 
uncanny  method  will  detect  it.  Everything 
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that  you  hear  about  witches,  mystics  and 
Orientalists  is  true  of  some  pimps.  Many  of 
them  have  the  most  ungodly  powerful  influence 
over  their  women. 

In  some  cases  there  is  the  king-slave  complex. 
The  pimp  is  the  king,  the  master,  the  all-in-all, 
and  every  whim  and  wish  of  his  must  be 
satisfied.  Many  of  the  pimps  who  have  groups 
of  girls  are  of  this  type.  They  serve  him  blindly, 
without  any  apparent  will  of  their  own.  They 
are  like  the  women  who  belong  in  the  harem 
of  the  Sultan  of  Turkey,  or  the  wives  of 
Brigham  Young. 

In  some  women  the  maternal  instinct  is  so 
powerfully  developed  that  their  pimps  are 
their  children,  and  they  must  love  and  humour 
them  and  work  for  them  no  matter  what  they 
do.  The  great  mother  heart  pours  forth  love 
and  devotion  on  a pimp  in  the  same  manner 
that  it  does  on  a wayward  child.  “No  matter 
what  he  does,  he  is  mine  forevermore.” 

Auto-suggestion  plays  a part  in  the  attach- 
ment between  the  two.  Some  women  have 
queer  ideas  about  the  kind  of  man  they  want 
to  love  them.  They  don’t  want  heroes  from 
the  story-books  or  men  of  wealth;  they  want 
men  they  can  support.  They  want  someone 
they  can  look  down  upon.  I said  to  Agnes , 
“Will  you  please  tell  me  why  you  have  that  big 
black  pimp  of  yours?”  She  said,  “Sure,  I’ll  tell 
you.  I like  to  wake  up  in  the  morning  and  see 
this  black  bastard  at  my  side  and  realize  there 
is  someone  in  the  world  lower  than  myself.” 
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“Yes,  what  fools  we  mortals  be,”  has  been  said 
by  a great  many  girls  when  they  try  to  explain 
why  they  live  a degraded  life  and  give  their 
earnings  to  a pimp. 

Folie  a deux  is  a term  that  was  popularized 
during  the  Loeb-Leopold  case.  It  means  an 
imposed  insanity,  or  an  insanity  that  affects  two 
people  who  are  or  who  have  been  closely 
associated.  This  folly  of  two  means  much  more 
the  folly  of  one  sexually  strong  and  mentally 
weak  girl,  and  a man  who  wants  an  easy  living 
and  is  not  particular  how  he  gets  it.  There 
are  just  thousands  of  hustling  women  who 
could  never  have  gone  wrong  if  they  didn’t 
have  some  man  to  help  them  along,  and  there 
are  hundreds  of  pimps  who  could  have  never 
gotten  that  way  if  some  girl  hadn’t  intimated 
that  she  was  willing  to  earn  the  money.  The 
two  half-baked  racketeers  sometimes  develop 
into  one,  full-baked. 

“The  Pimp  and  the  Gang,”  has  been 
explained  thoroughly  in  Thrasher’s  book  on 
The  Gang.  A young  fellow  gets  into  a crowd 
of  pimps  and  readily  becomes  one  of  them. 
He  never  could  have  done  it  alone.  A girl 
mingles  with  a group  of  prostitutes  and  soon 
she  is  hustling  herself.  If  she  had  been  kept 
away  from  the  mob  of  girls  she  would  have 
been  saved  and  probably  married  a respectable 
man  and  never  have  known  what  the  under- 
world is  like. 


CHAPTER  III 


The  Pimp  and  his  “Broads”  ; The  Acquisition  of 
“ Sisters-in-law”  ; How  the  Pimp  Controls 
Crews  of  Women 

Pimps  are  not  averse  to  boasting  of  their 
prowess  in  acquiring  and  controlling  one  or 
more  prostitutes.  They  tell  their  stories  un- 
ashamedly, and  in  this  survey  I shall  from  time 
to  time  present  their  personal  narratives  to 
illustrate  authentically  their  psychology  and 
their  reasons  for  entering  the  business. 

The  first  case  I desire  to  give  is  that  of  Jack 
H.  Jack  had  been  an  “Impresario”  for  a 
number  of  years.  He  was  6 feet  tall,  had  dark 
brown  hair  and  grey  eyes  and  weighed  180 
pounds.  He  will  tell  you  of  his  boyhood,  his 
education  and  how  he  got  into  the  business. 

THE  CASE  OF  JACK  H. 

“I  was  born  in  Tennessee  of  native  Southern 
parentage  in  1899.  When  I was  two  my  people 
moved  to  St.  Louis,  where  I was  educated  in 
the  public  schools  in  the  neighbourhood  of, 
and  with  what  is  now  known  as,  the  Coocoo 
Gang  of  St.  Louis.  My  parents  were  in  very 
moderate  circumstances  and  I had  the  usual 
poor  boy’s  bringing  up.  Church  and  Sunday 
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School  on  Sunday  were  rigidly  adhered  to.  I 
have  two  brothers  younger  than  myself  who 
are  ‘legit.’  At  the  age  of  fifteen  I ran  away 
from  home,  joined  the  Canadian  Army,  serving 
two  years  in  it  and  later  transferring  and  serving 
two  and  a half  years  more  in  the  American 
army.  Four  years  of  this  time  I spent  in 
France,  during  the  World  War.  I was  dis- 
charged from  the  American  Army  in  February, 
l92°,  with  a disability  rating  of  50  per  cent, 
permanent  disability,  due  to  the  loss  of  sight 
in  the  right  eye,  this  being  practically  unnotice- 
able.  Two  months  later,  after  an  acquaint- 
anceship lasting  seventeen  days,  I was  married. 

“Early  in  1921  I came  to  Chicago,  and  in 
September  of  that  year  I entered  one  of 
Chicago’s  foremost  universities,  taking  a four- 
year  course  and  securing  a degree  in  mecha- 
nical engineering.  The  last  two  years  that  I 
was  in  college  I was  engaged,  due  to  financial 
reasons,  in  that  National  American  Enterprise 
of  Bootlegging.  By  the  time  I finished  college 
my  income  and  connections  in  this  racket  were 
such  that  it  meant  much  more  to  me  financially 
to  remain  a bootlegger  than  to  become  a 
legitimate  working  man  and  a bootlegger’s 
customer. 

“In  November,  1925,  after  finishing  college 
the  previous  June,  my  wife  and  I went  to 
Florida,  and,  as  good  connections  in  the  boot- 
leg racket  in  any  city  in  the  United  States  mean 
national  connections  as  well,  within  two  weeks 
after  arriving  in  Florida  I had  made  new  con- 
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ncctions  which  enabled  me  to  get  in  with  a 
fast  money-making  bootleg  mob  on  the  west 
coast  of  Florida.  This  was  during  the  famous 
land  boom.  Among  the  people  attracted  to 
Florida  were  racketeers,  hustlers,  ‘con’  men, 
gamblers,  and  plain  prostitutes.  But  making 
all  this  possible  was  the  ‘legit’  man  with  money 
who  came  with  money  to  make  money,  and 
stayed  to  invest  a goodly  portion  in  wine, 
women  and  song,  making  it,  I venture  to  say, 
from  a hustler’s  point  of  view,  the  greatest 
money-making  opportunity  ever  known.  I 
myself  made  $20,000  clear  of  all  my  expenses, 
which  were  not  small,  in  eight  months.  I 
returned  to  Chicago  in  the  summer  of  1926, 
had  a good  time  for  the  remaining  part  of  the 
year,  and,  as  finances  were  beginning  to  get 
low,  in  January,  1927,  opened  a private  liquor 
joint  on  Chicago’s  North  Side.  Bootlegging 
by  this  time  in  Chicago  had  become  a rather 
dangerous  vocation.  In  my  place  I naturally 
met  a great  number  of  women,  mostly  of  the 
hustling  type. 

“One  of  my  customers  was  a good-looking, 
exquisitely  dressed,  unattached  gold  digger  (by 
‘unattached’  I mean  that  she  had  no  one  man), 
who  quite  often  brought  whatever  sucker  she 
happened  to  be  playing  at  that  particular  time 
to  my  place  for  drinks.  Her  name  was  Jean  L. 
Jean  and  I became  friendly,  and  it  was  only  a 
step  from  being  friends  to  lovers.  The  next 
natural  step  was  that  I became  her  man,  her 
income  as  a gold  digger  augmenting  my  own 
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income  from  the  liquor  racket.  In  the  late 
spring  of  1927  my  liquor  business  was  pretty 
well  shot,  due  to  one  of  the  periodical  up- 
heavals of  reform  to  which  Chicago  bootleggers 
are  sometimes  afflicted.  Also,  about  this  time, 
my  wife,  having  separated  from  me  about  six 
months  previously,  secured  a divorce.  From 
this  time  on  I deserted  the  liquor  racket  and 
became  a pimp.  Jean  at  this  time  was  having 
a nice  run  of  luck,  so  much  so  in  fact  that  with 
her  income  at  my  disposal  I got  along  very  well, 
not  particularly  missing  my  own.  After  think- 
ing the  thing  over  from  various  angles  I decided 
that  to  play  women  was  lucrative  and  safe,  for 
you  seldom  hear  of  a pimp  being  taken  for  a 
ride,  whereas  among  bootleggers  it  is  a rather 
popular  pastime.  T hus  I launched  upon  my 
present  racket.  Jean  and  I remained  together 
until  the  latter  part  of  1927.  By  that  time  I 
had  not  only  her,  but  another  woman  as  well, 
who  had  been  in  the  racket  before  I met  her. 
She,  Pauline,  was  sick  and  rather  on  the  rocks 
when  I met  her.  When  she  became  ill  her  man 
had  given  her  the  air.  By  the  time  I met  her 
she  was  sick  and  lonesome,  about  broke,  and 
therefore  rather  open  to  suggestion.  She 
appealed  to  me  as  being  potentially  a good 
money-maker.  In  three  weeks  time  she  was 
well  and  ready  for  the  racket  again.  I placed 
her  in  one  of  Chicago’s  rather  well-known  $2 
houses.  She  was  a good  money-maker  from 
the  start,  averaging  me  from  $150  to  $200  a 
week.  So  far  my  affair  with  Pauline  was 
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unknown  to  Jean,  I explaining  my  absences  at 
night  by  saying  I was  playing  cards,  and  various 
things  of  a like  nature.  After  about  two  months 
of  this  Jean  naturally  found  out,  and  as  she 
could  not  be  sold  for  any  length  of  time  upon 
the  idea  of  having  a sister-in-law,  within  a 
month,  we  broke  up.  Pauline,  on  the  other 
hand,  being  agreeable  to  sisters-in-law,  was 
from  my  point  of  view  a better  woman  than 
Jean.  My  income  from  Pauline  soon  after 
this  was  augmented  by  the  addition  of  another 
woman.  Alice  was  her  name.  When  I met 
her  she  had  been  in  Chicago  only  about  two 
months,  coming  from  a small  town.  She  was  a 
booze-hound  pure  and  simple.  Alice  at  this 
time  was  twenty  years  old.  In  about  two 
weeks,  by  playing  the  devoted  lover  and  flash- 
ing a nice  bank  roll  I had  won  her  over  to  the 
point  where  she  started  to  live  with  me.  About 
a week  later,  according  to  my  story  to  her,  I 
suddenly  had  a run  of  very  bad  luck,  and  was 
broke.  She  offered  practically  no  objections 
to  becoming  a prostitute.  She  also  became  an 
inmate  of  a house,  my  income  from  her 
averaging  about  $20  a day.  Since  that  time 
I have  had  at  all  times  one,  two  and  sometimes 
three  women  who  considered  me  their  man. 
This  was  not,  of  course,  taking  in  the  fly-by- 
nights  who  lasted  a very  short  time,  and  from 
whom  I got  money  sporadically.  There  have 
also  been  a few  legitimately  married  women, 
who  would  have  perhaps  fainted  at  the  thought 
of  becoming  prostitutes,  but  didn’t  seem  to 
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mind  taking  money  that  their  husbands  had 
earned  and  spending  it  on  or  giving  it  to 
another  man.  At  least  they  didn’t  very 
strenuously  object. 

“In  December,  1929,  having  at  that  time 
Pauline  and  Alice  for  my  women,  I went  East 
alone  on  business  connected  with  the  racket, 
and  at  the  eastern  town  of  W.  a short  time  after 
I arrived  I was  at  a night  club  where  I was 
introduced  to  Betty.  It  was  a case  of  imme- 
diate mutual  affection.  She  was  twenty-one 
years  of  age.  During  the  next  three  weeks  we 
became  very  much  attached  to  each  other,  at 
the  end  of  which  time  I returned  to  Chicago. 
We  corresponded,  and  about  a month  later  I 
was  pleased  to  receive  a ’phone  call  from  her. 
She  was  in  Chicago  and  had  registered  at  one 
of  Chicago’s  large  Loop  hotels.  About  this 
time  Alice  eloped  with  a chump  she  met  in 
the  joint,  and  is  now  a happily  married  woman, 
the  mother  of  a beautiful  baby  boy  and  a very 
much  loved  wife.  And  so  Alice  passes  out  of 
the  picture. . Betty  and  I were  together  much 
of  the  time  in  the  ensuing  two  weeks  after  she 
arrived  in  Chicago,  at  the  end  of  which  time 
we  started  living  together.  Within  a short 
time  it  was  only  inevitable  she  should  find  out 
the  racket  that  I was  in  and  where  the  money 
was  coming  from  to  maintain  her.  In  the 
natural  course  of  events,  and  within  a short 
time,  approximately  a month  later,  she  herself, 
and  by  her  own  suggestion,  started  in  the 
racket.  Within  a little  while  after  this  Pauline 
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and  I came  to  the  parting  of  the  ways,  due 
mainly  to  my  infatuation  for  Betty,  and  my 
giving  Betty  more  of  my  time  than  I did  her. 
Betty  during  the  remainder  of  the  year  1929 
and  until  March  of  1930  was  my  main  and 
practically  only  woman.  During  this  time 
she  made  me  approximately  $8,000.  In  March, 
1930,  Hazel,  of  whom  I shall  speak  more  later, 
became  my  woman  also.  Due  to  police  inter- 
ference, some  sickness,  and  business  depressions, 
but  mainly  to  the  latter,  my  income  for  the 
year  1930  was  in  the  neighbourhood  of  a total 
of  $25  a day  from  these  two  women. 

“Late  in  1930  I went  back  into  the  boot- 
legging racket,  and  until  1933  I was  working 
with  a"  bunch  of  bootleggers  and  got  up  in  the 
bucks.  Some  months  I made  more  than  a 
grand.  My  girls  didn’t  have  to,  but  they 
continued  to  hustle  just  the  same.  I spent  all 
of  my  money  cabaretting,  gambling,  and  having 
a good  time. 

“In  1933  the  big  shots  of  the  syndicate  I 
worked  for  got  pinched,  not  for  bootlegging, 
but  for  evading  their  income  tax.  The  gang 
got  split  up,  I tried  to  work  on  my  own  hook, 
got  pinched,  and  did  a year  in  the  Big  House. 
I was  broke  when  I got  out,  but  Betty  was 
waiting  for  me  with  a new  car  and  she  had 
four  hundred  bucks  saved  up  for  me.  Hazel 
had  ditched  me  for  a nigger  pimp,  but  I’ll 
catch  up  with  her  some  day.  I recently  met 
another  broad  named  May,  and  am  now 
working  with  May  and  Betty. 
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“I  will  now  give  you  a brief  description,  also 
a few  high  lights,  and  a few  of  my  experiences 
since  becoming  an  Impresario. 

“Betty,  now  not  quite  twenty-eight  years  of 
age,  of  French  descent,  a tall,  slender  woman  of 
striking  appearance,  has  dark  brown  hair,  grey 
eyes,  fair  complexion,  weighs  about  one  hun- 
dred twenty-five.  She  had  two  years  of  college 
education,  and  during  her  co-ed  days  was  the 
champion  woman  swimmer  of  one  of  our  large 
Eastern  cities.  She  has  proved  to  be  an 
exceptionally  smart  woman,  as  prostitutes  go, 
and  in  twenty-two  months  of  hustling  has 
contracted  venereal  disease  only  once,  this 
being  a slight  attack  of  gonorrhea,  from  which 
she  recovered  completely  in  about  three  weeks. 
She  has  been  exceptionally  lucky  in  that  she 
has  been  arrested  only  one  time.  I will  tell 
you  later  of  my  experience  during  this  arrest. 
She  being  of  French  descent  and  of  a passionate, 
fiery  disposition,  the  idea  of  having  a sister-in- 
law  was  bitterly  opposed  by  her.  Her  philo- 
sophy of  life  is  that  for  her  man  she’d  do  any- 
thing, but  she  wants  him  entirely  her  man. 
She  was  finally  convinced  not  by  force,  but  by 
cold  reasoning,  and  added  assurance  of  love 
for  her  on  my  part,  that  I wanted  another 
woman  merely  to  add  to  my  income,  or,  as  I 
phrased  it  to  her,  to  our  income.  Presenting 
it  in  this  way  she  was  shortly  won  over  to  the 
logic  of  this  course.  Suppose  now  we  take 
a week,  the  average  week  in  Betty’s  life. 
She  goes  to  the  joint  at  12  o’clock  noon  and 


“SISTERS-IN-LAW” 


6 1 


remains  until  1 1 p.m.,  when  the  joint  closes 
— sometimes  later,  if  business  warrants,  but 
this  is  seldom.  Every  other  night  she  meets 
me,  we  go  to  a midnight  dinner,  occasion- 
ally to  a night  club,  usually  for  a long  ride 
in  my  car,  to  our  apartment,  and  so  ends  the 
day.  She  usually  sleeps  until  perhaps  10.30, 
has  her  breakfast  in  bed,  and  at  12  o’clock  to 
the  joint  again.  That  night  she  does  not  see 
me  (this  being  May’s  night).  She  perhaps  goes 
to  dinner  with  some  girl  friends,  after  visiting 
in  their  apartment,  or  having  them  visit  her 
at  her  apartment.  Or  perhaps  just  home  and 
reads  a book  and  then  to  bed.  Once  a week 
she  goes  to  the  doctor  for  a thorough  examina- 
tion. Thus,  if  she  should  contract  a venereal 
disease  she  would  immediately  stop  working 
and  have  the  disease  cured  before  it  had  taken 
any  drastic  hold  on  her.  To-day  she  weighs 
within  five  pounds  of  her  weight  when  starting 
in  the  racket  and  is  as  healthy,  if  not  more  so, 
as  on  her  first  day  as  a prostitute.  Her  ambi- 
tion is  that  she  and  I will  some  day  marry  and 
get  out  of  the  racket,  and  she  be  the  only  one. 

“May,  my  other,  is  now  twenty-four  years  of 
age,  of  Swedish  parentage,  slightly  above 
medium  height,  slender,  dark  brown  hair,  grey 
eyes,  olive  complexion,  weighing  about  one 
hundred  thirty,  considered  very  good-looking, 
and  a high  school  graduate.  I met  her  eight 
months  ago,  three  months  after  she  became  a 
prostitute.  I met  her  through  the  woman  of  a 
friend  of  mine,  she  having  just  broken  up  with 
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the  man  who  had  put  her  in  the  racket.  My 
friend  s woman,  who  introduced  us,  my  friend, 
and  the  landlady  of  this  house  were  all  plug- 
ging for  me,  and  in  a short  time  I was  dating 
her  up  after  working  hours,  and  showing  her  a 
good  time.  She  was  considered  a good  woman 
in  the  business,  even  though  she  was  only  a 
tyro  of  three  months’  hustling  experience. 

“Within  two  weeks  she  became  my  woman, 
adding  materially  to  my  income.  She  was 
aware  of  the  fact  from  the  first  that  I had 
another  woman.  She  was  also  aware  of  what 
my  racket  was,  therefore  when  she  became  my 
woman  she  did  so  with  the  full  knowledge  that 
she  had  a sister-in-law.  She  is  of  a phlegmatic 
disposition,  and  we  have  practically  no  argu- 
ments that  can  be  attributed  to  jealousy.  Her 
ambition  though,  of  course,  is  to  be  eventually 
my  only  woman.  An  average  week  of  her  life 
is  very  similar  to  Betty’s.  Every  other  night 
with  me,  every  other  night  alone,  doctor  once 
a week,  etc.  She  and  Betty,  each  have  five 
consecutive  days  out  of  each  month  off,  during 
which  time  I spend  most  of  my  time  with 
them,  taking  them  to  shows,  for  rides  or  to  a 
night  club. 

The  paths  of  these  two  women  never  cross. 
They  know  each  other  by  sight,  but  never 
speak.  They  live  in  different  parts  of  town,  and 
their  interests  and  friends  are  for  the  most  part 
widely  separated. 

“I  will  now  tell  you  my  experience  during 
Betty’s  only  arrest.  The  joint  she  was  working 
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in  was  pinched  about  three  o’clock  in  the 
afternoon.  I was  notified  by  ’phone  and 
knew  of  the  arrest  by  3.30.  In  Chicago  it  is 
practically  impossible  to  have  a girl  booked  and 
get  her  out  on  bond  before  she  has  undergone 
a physical  examination,  and  as  this  examina- 
tion is  usually  given  early  in  the  morning, 
shortly  before  court  opens,  Betty  stayed  in  jail 
all  night.  Her  blood  test  and  smear  were 
negative.  This  I knew  beforehand,  so  my  job 
came  in  to  put  in  the  ‘fix,’  so  that  she  would  be 
discharged  from  the  Morals  Court  the  next 
morning.  Just  how  this  was  accomplished 
would  be  saying  a bit  too  much,  and  as  I may 
have  to  go  through  the  same  routine  again  I 
will  omit  the  intimate  details  of  the  fix. 
Sufficient  to  say  that  for  the  outlay  of  about 
$ 1 50  the  landlady,  my  woman,  and  two  other 
girls  were  discharged  the  next  morning.  And 
by  2 o’clock  the  joint  was  again  open  for 
business. 

“In  the  eight  months  I have  been  with  May 
she  has  had  no  venereal  disease  nor  has  she 
taken  a pinch. 

“It  may  sound  strange  when  I say  that  of  the 
two  women  I have  at  present,  one  has  been 
hustling  six  years  and  contracted  a venereal 
disease  only  once,  and  taken  only  one  pinch. 
The  other  I have  been  with  eight  months  and 
she  has  had  no  venereal  disease  and  has  taken 
no  pinch.  It  will  sound  still  stranger  when  I say 
that  these  two  women  in  the  six  years  and  eight 
months  respectively  have  been  steadily  em- 
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ployed.  This  statement  to  the  initiated  may 
sound  rather  fishy,  but  let  me  assure  you  that 
i t is  true.  In  the  first  place  if  business  is  slack 
lor  a week  or  so  I don’t  take  the  girl  away  from 
the  joint  and  start  looking  for  a new  spot.  By 
now  I know  the  racket  well  enough  that  I give 
lit  tie  heed  to  the  coflee-and’  pimp  who  comes 
around  with  these  wonderful  tales  of  his 
woman’s  making  $40  or  $50  a day  where  in 
reality  she  is  making  probably  $5  or  $6. 

Toth  places  that  my  girls  work  in  are  owned 
by  the  same  people,  who  themselves  know  the 
jacket  thoroughly.  In  neither  of  these  joints 
is  theie  any  liquor  sold,  the  joints  are  run 
quietly  and  sensibly,  therefore  by  me  being 
satisfied  to  go  along,  making  good  money  when 
the  joints  make  good,  sticking  when  things  are 
a little  slow,  I may  not  have  the  $100  days  that 
some  have,  but  at  the  end  of  the  year  I venture 
to  say  my  books  will  show  that  my  women  have 
earned  far  more  than  the  average  good 
hustling  women.  Another  point  is  that  neither 
ot  my  women  booze  up,  nor  are  they  addicted 
to  narcotics  in  any  form,  therefore  they  can 
get  to  work  on  time  and  are  live  enough  to 
handle  then  customers  the  way  customers 
should  be  handled,  because  after  all  it  is  a 
business,  and  why  not  run  it  as  a business? 

£ ‘T  referred  a bit  earlier  to  what  I call  the 
coflee-and’  pimp.  Let  me  describe  him.  He 
is  usually  a man  with  one  woman,  practically 
never  any  more.  He  is  content  to  go  along 
li\mg  from  day  to  day  with  no  thought  of  to- 
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morrow,  nothing  saved  for  Tali’  money  (Tali’ 
money  meaning  money  to  take  care  of  a pinch), 
or  to  take  care  of  his  girl  if  she  gets  sick,  which 
in  the  course  of  time  she  almost  inevitably  will. 
He  accepts  what  she  makes,  be  it  $4,  $5  or  $10 
a day.  He  himself  probably  hasn’t  the  good 
reputation  to  get  his  girl  into  a first-class  place 
so  he  has  to  be  content  with  a second-rate  joint 
and  usually  runs  a week  or  a month,  or,  with  a 
good  break,  three  months.  When  the  joint 
closes  he  has  to  go  out,  find  her  another  job,  and 
let  me  assure  you  that  this  isn’t  easy  for  the 
average  pimp.  His  woman,  like  himself,  is 
usually  a second-or-third-class  prostitute,  quite 
often  a drug  addict,  usually  a booze  hound, 
argumentative  and  hard  to  get  along  with  in 
general.  Another  obstacle  in  his  way  is  that  if 
he  does  get  a lucky  break  and  gets  hold  of  a 
good  woman  it  doesn’t  take  a good  pimp  long  to 
get  her  away  from  him,  because  it  is  a known 
and  fairly  true  fact  that  a good  hustling  broad 
usually  has  a first-class  pimp,  and  as  there  are 
few  good  hustling  broads,  and  also  few  good 
pimps,  it  does  not  take  them  long  to  spot  each 
other.” 

Another  interesting  case  that  is  pertinent  at 
this  point  is  that  of  a man  who  has  risen  high  in 
his  chosen  profession. 

THE  MASTER’S  STORY 

“I  am  going  to  give  you  a brief  outline  of  my 
seventeen  years’  experience  as  a pimp  and  the 
owner  of  whorehouses.  I will  eliminate  my 
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boyhood  and  early  manhood,  saying  only  that 
I had  public  school  education,  high  school, 
two  years  preparatory  college,  and  two  years 
of  law.  I threw  that  to  the  winds  seventeen 
years  ago  when  a beautiful  girl  of  about  twenty- 
three  took  me  in  hand.  I am  thirty-six  now, 
though  I look  about  twenty-eight  or  thirty. 
In  all  my  years  in  the  racket  I specialized  in 
one  thing,  women.  The  girl  that  I spoke  of 
met  me  when  I was  working  at  the  only 
legitimate  job  I ever  had.  She  was  Spanish 
and  French  and  as  beautiful  a creature  as  you 
could  lay  eyes  on.  I can’t  mention  the  city 
and  certain  names  because  if  I did  I would  be 
instrumental  in  causing  too  many  divorces. 

“I  was  working  in  an  athletic  club  as  assis- 
tant swimming  instructor  when  one  day  the 
manager  of  the  club,  a man  of  education  and 
refinement,  also  about  a ten-thousand-dollar-a- 
year  man,  came  into  my  department  and  intro- 
duced me  to  this  charming  lady.  He  asked  me 
to  pay  particular  attention  to  her  swimming, 
and  also  to  see  that  no  harm  befell  her,  as  she 
was  a dear  friend  of  his.  Well,  I did.  She 
spent  about  a half-hour  in  the  pool,  and  acted 
very  ladylike  and  cold.  She  was  not  coquettish 
or  flirtatious  and  thanked  me  after  the  lesson. 
Two  or  three  days  later  she  came  back,  and 
acted  the  same  way.  In  fact  she  gave  me  to 
understand  that  she  didn’t  want  any  advances 
made  toward  her.  This  went  on  for  about 
two  months  until  one  day  while  walking  down 
the  street  I met  this  lady  and  conversed  with 
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her  for  about  five  or  ten  minutes.  After  that 
her  visits  to  the  club  were  daily,  and  her  aloof- 
ness wore  off.  She  kept  on  calling  me  by 
telephone  and  I calling  her,  and  I took  her 
out  one  day  to  a show  and  dinner,  and  wound 
up  by  spending  $25  with  her.  When  I say 
‘spending’  I don’t  mean  on  entertainment,  of 
course.  I mean  that  she  talked  me  out  of  the 
money. 

“I  went  back  to  work  next  day  feeling  happy 
that  I had  had  the  pleasure  of  being  out  with 
such  a charming  lady,  and  did  not  regret  having 
given  her  the  money.  Madam  X.,  as  we  will 
call  her,  saw  nice  soft  pickings  in  myself,  and 
that  day  I had  a sweet  conversation  over  the 
telephone  with  her.  To  make  a long  story 
short,  this  went  on  for  about  three  weeks,  and 
at  the  end  of  that  time  she  had  gotten  about 
$600  out  of  me  and  my  pay  check  for  $40  a 
week.  She  also  caused  me  to  lose  my  job.  I 
then  tried  to  get  in  touch  with  her  and  found 
it  impossible,  as  she  had  taken  everything  that 
I had  away  from  me,  and  didn’t  want  me  any 
more. 

“In  that  same  city  I have  an  uncle  who  owns 
two  hotels.  He  started  to  give  me  advice  about 
losing  my  job  and  making  a fool  of  myself.  I 
was  disgusted,  and  that  was  the  first  time  that 
I went  to  a poolroom,  and  there  the  fellows 
started  kidding  me  and  calling  me  sucker.  I 
brooded  very  much.  About  two  weeks  later 
I met  Madam  X.  and  a charming  gentleman 
walking  down  the  street.  I tipped  my  hat, 
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we  stopped  and  talked  for  about  five  minutes, 
and  he  was  introduced  to  me  as  her  brother. 
I asked  her  if  I could  call  her  that  night,  and 
she  said  ‘yes.’  I talked  on  the  ’phone  and  told 
her  that  I was  coming  over.  After  many  objec- 
tions on  her  part  she  finally  agreed  to  give  me 
a few  minutes  to  talk  with  her.  She  had  a 
beautiful  five-room  apartment  in  the  best 
neighbourhood  in  the  town.  I went  into  the 
house,  the  maid  relieved  me  of  my  hat  and  coat, 
and  then  I started  talking  to  Madam  X.  I 
asked  her  pointblank  what  she  was  going  to  do 
about  my  losing  my  job,  and  taking  nearly  all 
the  money  I had  away  from  me.  My  uncle 
refused  to  have  anything  to  do  with  me,  and  I 
demanded  she  refund  some  of  that  money  to 
me.  Oh,  she  listened  sympathetically. 

“ The  wind-up  was  that  I had  $8  in  my  pocket 
when  I entered,  and  left  giving  it  to  her.  I 
went  back  to  the  poolroom  again  next  day. 
The  fellows  there  kidded  me  so  much  and 
called  me  sucker  so  often,  and  so  on,  that  I 
guess  I must  have  gone  kind  of  crazy,  because 
I went  right  over  to  her  house,  rang  the  bell, 
walked  in,  went  up  to  her  and  punched  her 
right  in  the  nose.  I don’t  know  whether  it  was 
the  pain  or  the  shock  of  getting  a punch  but  she 
started  crying,  and  something  had  come  over 
me  that  her  tears  had  no  effect  on  me.  I saw 
her  purse  lying  on  the  table,  went  over  to  the 
purse  and  emptied  it  of  its  contents.  I don’t 
remember  exactly  how  much  was  in  the  purse, 
but  it  was  a few  dollars,  and  I told  her  before 
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I left  that  she  had  better  kick  back  with  some 
of  that  money,  and  that  I would  be  over  next 
day.  Well,  I went  over  next  day,  and  we  both 
sat  down  and  talked  for  a few  minutes.  She 
asked  me  to  take  her  out  to  lunch.  I did. 
We  then  went  to  a show.  And  she  started 
telling  me  that  she  had  just  had  an  argument 
with  her  boy  friend,  and  didn’t  give  a damn 
what  happened  to  her. 

“By  that  time  I had  been  smarted  up  a little 
bit  by  the  boys,  the  hoodlums  and  petty  thieves 
that  hang  around  poolrooms.  I started  pump- 
ing her  then,  and  I found  out  that  that  strap- 
ping fellow  she  had  introduced  as  her  brother 
was  her  pimp.  They  had  had  a squabble  and 
he  had  walked  out  on  her.  As  luck  would  have 
it,  I had  caught  her  at  a time  when  she  didn’t 
care  what  happened,  and  she  asked  me  to  stay 
the  night.  We  got  a bottle  and  both  got  half 
drunk.  That  was  the  first  night  that  I had 
sexual  intercourse  with  her. 

“We  woke  up  next  morning,  washed  and  had 
our  breakfast.  Then  she  spoke  the  words  that 
started  me  off  on  the  road  to  pimpdom: 
‘Listen,  Bill,  up  until  now  I have  been  playing 
you  for  a sucker.  Maybe  if  the  friend  and  I 
hadn’t  broken  up  you  might  have  remained  a 
sucker.  But  I like  you  and  I want  to  make  you 
my  man.  Here  is  $25  and  that  I am  paying 
you  for  staying  with  me.  I want  you  to 
remember  these  words,  don’t  ever  take  a 
woman  that  you  can  stay  with  just  for  the  sake 
of  having  her  stay  with  you,  because  they  are 
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the  kind  that  we  call  chippies,  and  they  never 
mean  anything,  because  if  you  can  stay  for 
nothing,  so  can  any  other  man  with  the  right 
kind  of  bull.’  I listened  to  those  words,  and 
the  psychology  of  them  implanted  themselves 
upon  my  mind,  and  until  this  day  I have  found 
them  to  be  the  truth. 

“Well,  Madam  X.  and  I started  living 
together.  I moved  my  clothes  in  next  day, 
stayed  there  that  night  and  when  I woke  up  in 
the  morning,  she  handed  me  $5.  I went  to  the 
poolroom  and  started  fooling  around  the  place, 
shooting  pool,  and  then  killed  the  rest  of  the 
day  and  came  home  that  evening  at  eight 
o’clock,  as  her  instructions  were  never  to  come 
home  before  that  time.  We  went  out  to 
dinner,  show,  and  so  on,  came  home  again, 
went  to  bed  again,  woke  up  next  morning,  got 
my  $5  again.  This  went  on  for  about  two  or 
three  weeks.  I was  still  fooling  around  the 
pool  hall  bragging  about  that  $5  a day  I was 
getting.  Every  once  in  a while  a fellow  would 
walk  in,  say,  ‘Hello,  pimp.  Did  you  get  your 
five  bucks  to-day?’  I couldn’t  understand 
why  they  were  all  kidding  me  when  she  bought 
me  a new  suit  of  clothes  and  gave  me  money. 
Why,  I thought  I had  it  on  John  D.  Rockefeller. 

“There  was  a friend  of  mine  in  town  from  the 
same  town  as  I was  born  in,  New  York  City. 
He  had  advanced  to  a little  better  than  a petty 
crook.  He  was  going  out  on  jobs,  such  as 
stick-up  and  so  on  and  mixing  with  a better 
class  of  thieves,  etc.,  than  I had  been  mixing 
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with.  He  cornered  me  one  day,  and  said, 
‘Listen,  Bill,  don’t  let  her  kid  you.  Do  you 
know  that  woman  is  making  about  four  or  five 
hundred  dollars  a week?’  I said,  ‘What  of  it?’ 
‘What  of  it?’  he  repeated.  ‘You  satisfied  with 
a fin  a day?  Why  don’t  you  go  home  to-night 
and  punch  her  around  a little  and  get  all  she’s 
got  out  of  it?  Don’t  let  her  kid  you  that  way.’ 
Well,  I did  go  home  that  night,  madder  than 
hell  because  I had  lost  my  $5  shooting  craps 
and  drinking.  I entered  the  house,  she  threw 
her  arms  around  me,  kissed  me  the  same  as 
usual.  I kissed  her.  We  sat  down,  and  I 
started  to  talking  to  her,  very  timidly.  I said, 
‘Listen,  honey,  you  know  I can’t  get  along  on 
$5  a day.’ 

“She  just  looked  at  me,  and  said,  ‘I  have 
been  expecting  this  for  a long  time.  I knew 
if  you  hung  around  those  tramps  in  the  pool- 
room  they  would  put  these  ideas  in  your  head. 
Why  don’t  you  go  to  a show  during  the  day? 
Go  places.  You  can  use  my  Ford.’  Well, 
liquor  was  working  on  me  right  then,  and  I 
guess  it  was  the  liquor,  not  me,  but  we  got  into 
a fight.  It  was  the  first  time  in  my  life  that  I 
really  gave  a woman  a beating.  After  the  fight 
she  said,  ‘We’re  through.'  I said,  ‘I  don’t  give 
a damn,’  but  down  deep  in  my  heart  I was  as 
yellow  as  you  make  them,  and  scared  to  death 
that  if  she  ever  carried  out  her  threat  of  leaving 
me  I would  not  know  what  to  do.  That  night 
she  went  to  sleep  as  usual  in  her  bed,  and  I on 
a couch. 
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“Now  I am  going  to  tell  you  the  psychology 
of  women.  Here  I was  lying  on  the  couch  all 
but  crying,  thinking,  ‘Well,  to-morrow  I leave 
this  home,5  when  I felt  her  arms  about  me,  and 
heard  these  words,  ‘Are  you  mad,  honey?’ 
Why,  I was  so  shocked  I couldn’t  talk.  By  my 
not  talking  she  thought  I was  mad,  and  started 
pleading  with  me  to  forget.  After  I got  my 
second  wind  I was  smart  enough  to  carry  it 
through.  I pushed  her  away  from  me  and  told 
her  to  leave  me  alone.  ‘I  am  leaving  in  the 
morning,’  I said.  She  became  worried.  She 
wanted  to  know  what  I was  going  to  do.  God 
only  ^ knew,  I didn’t,  but  I put  on  a big  act. 
‘Oh,’  I said,  ‘I  don’t  know,  but  I guess  I can 
stick-up  as  well  as  any  other  man.  So-and-so 
is  doing  it,’  and  I mentioned  a few  people  that 
she  knew  as  well  as  I did  that  were  doing  it, 
and  told  her,  ‘So  can  I do  it.’ 

“Well,  it  was  just  tragic  to  hear  that  woman 
cry— I shouldn’t  say  ‘cry,’  I should  say  ‘moan’ 
— and  plead  with  me  to  forget  everything  and 
keep  on  living  with  her.  Do  you  know  that 
that  woman  actually  loved  me  and  yet  people 
won’t  be  able  to  understand  how  she  could  love 
me  and  still  sell  her  body  to  other  men.  Before 
I go  any  further  I want  to  give  you  an  outline 
of  this  beautiful  girl’s  life.  She  was  not  the 
the  $ 2 whore  you  see  running  around  the 
streets,  though  I have  no  disrespect  for  them, 
as  I am  living  with  four  $ 2 whores  now,  and  I 
like  each  one  of  them,  too,  which  sounds  crazy, 
doesn’t  it?  Two  of  the  four  love  me.  One  of 


“SISTERS-IN-LAW” 


73 


them  lives  with  me  because  she  just  don’t  know 
what  it  is  all  about,  the  other  one  more  for 
protection  than  anything  else.  But  let  us  get 
back  to  Madam  X.  She  had  four  men  in  the 
city  where  we  were  that  were  taking  care  of 
her.  One  of  them  was  the  wealthiest  in  the  city 
and  a multi-millionaire,  another  the  manager 
of  a club,  the  one  who  introduced  me  to  her, 
another  my  uncle,  and  the  other  the  king  of  the 
underworld  of  the  town. 

“This  multi-millionaire  was  giving  her  $250 
a week  and  seeing  her  once  a week.  The 
manager  of  the  club  was  giving  her  $50  a week 
and  also  allowing  her  the  privileges  of  the  club, 
which  threw  her  in  contact  with  the  best  people 
in  town.  My  uncle  became  a sucker,  trying  to 
get  her  to  drop  me,  and  God  knows  what  he 
spent  on  her.  I never  did  find  out.  It  was 
plenty,  because  she  wore  a coat  that  cost  $850 
and  named  it  ‘Uncle,’  and  each  time  we  went 
out  she  would  say,  ‘Well,  help  me  on  with 
Uncle.’  And  I don’t  know  what  else  she  got 
out  of  him,  but  it  was  plenty.  The  king  of  the 
underworld  saw  that  she  was  not  molested  in 
any  way  by  anybody,  by  officials  or  the  strong- 
arm  men  of  the  underworld.  Now  there  you 
have  a girl  that  had  these  four  men  taking  care 
of  her.  Some  would  stay  with  her  once  a 
week.  Some  would  not  see  her  probably  but 
once  a month,  but  still  that  money  rolled  in 
every  week.  I lived  with  her  for  five  years. 
While  I had  her  I also  had  seven  others  when 
that  town  was  running  wide  open. 
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“Madam  X.  and  I are  not  together  to-day. 
1 almost  committed  murder  by  shooting  a 
coloured  man  who  started  her  on  dope.  To- 
day I don’t  know  where  she  is,  whether  she  is 
dead  or  living.  I left  her  at  the  request  of  her 
own  mother  after  giving  her  three  cures  for 
dope.  I sent  her  to  a sanitarium  and  after  the 
sanitarium  to  a farm,  and  stayed  with  her  for 
a year,  taking  care  of  her.  She  was  off  for  about 
six  months  after  the  second  cure  and  then  went 
back  on  it  again,  and  the  third  time  she  started 
mixing  morphine,  cocaine,  and  drink  which 
were  killing  her.  From  a beautiful  girl  she 
became  a horrible-looking  creature.  One  of 
her  traits  had  been  to  tell  the  truth.  But  now, 
how  she  lied,  stole,  did  damnable  things,  that 
she  had  never  done  until  that  third  time  she 
started  on  dope  and  whisky.  I forgot  to  men- 
tion that  during  the  years  that  I was  with  her 
we  had  bought  her  mother  a home  which  was 
about  seven  miles  from  where  we  lived,  but 
don’t  blame  the  mother  because  the  mother  did 
not  know  what  the  daughter  was  doing.  Her 
mother  thought  that  maybe  she  could  cure  her, 
and  advised  me  to  leave  as  I was  almost  on  the 
verge  of  becoming  an  addict. 

“\\  e will  now  skip  a number  of  years  and 
come  down  to  the  present  in  Chicago.  In 
Chicago  alone  I have  had  approximately  thirty- 
five  or  forty  women.  To-day  the  racket  is  not 
what  it  was.  Pimps  are  going  around  hungry. 
They  haven’t  the  gumption  to  work.  They 
cannot  place  their  women  and  they  are  what 
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we  call  1935  pimps.  My  four  women  are  all 
working.  Some  are  working  in  my  own  places. 
Some  with  my  friends.  The  average  earning 
capacity  to-day  of  a girl  in  the  racket  is  from 
$7  to  Si 5,  not  because  they  can’t  make  more, 
but  things  are  tight,  places  are  not  running, 
conditions  in  general  are  bad,  and  there  are 
thousands  of  them.  Another  great  factor  is  the 
amateur  competition  by  so-called  good  girls  of 
to-day,  who  tell  their  mothers  they  are  going  to 
a dance,  to  a show,  and  places  of  that  kind, 
but  who  wind  up  drinking  and  in  a hotel  for  a 
few  hours.  I know  this  positively,  because  I 
owned  a hundred-room  hotel.  Much  as  I 
thought  I knew  about  life,  I didn’t  know  any- 
thing until  I stood  back  of  that  desk  and  saw 
the  different  types,  young  girls,  middle-aged 
women,  old  women  who  patronized  my  hotel. 

“I  will  give  you  a little  idea  of  the  earning 
capacity  of  hustlers  to-day.  I have  one  that 
makes  $8  or  $10  a day,  when  she  works  for 
someone  else.  I have  one  who  runs  a place 
for  me  with  two  strange  girls  working  for  her. 
That  woman  brings  in  on  an  average  of  $40 
to  $50  a day,  that  is  including  the  house  money 
and  half  of  what  the  girls  make,  because  in  the 
business  the  girl  who  works  in  one  of  these 
houses  give  up  half  the  money  to  the  house, 
and  she  keeps  half.  I have  another  woman 
running  me  a house  that  makes  about  the  same. 
I have  another  one  who  works  in  one  of  my 
houses,  and  makes  me  $12  or  $15  every  day 
that  she  is  working  as  the  girls  work  about 
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three  weeks  out  of  the  month.  The  reason  I 
say  three  weeks  is  they  don’t  work  while  they 
are  menstruating.  The  reason  a woman  sticks 
to  a man  in  the  racket  is  io  per  cent,  love,  5 
per  cent,  fear,  10  per  cent,  dislike  to  go  out  in 
the  world  and  make  a living,  and  75  per  cent, 
the  man’s  salesmanship.  In  salesmanship,  the 
man  sells  himself  to  the  girl  by  lies,  loving, 
beating,  kissing,  hating.  It  is  just  one  con- 
tinuous round  of  lies  to  the  girl.” 


CHAPTER  IV 


The  Pimp  and  Toung  Girls ; His  Fear  of  Juvenile 
Delinquency  Laws;  Married  Women  and 
Extra-Marital  Relations 

The  pimp  associates  with  comparatively  few 
minors.  He  realizes  that  nothing  is  more 
dangerous  than  attempting  to  seduce  a girl 
under  the  age  of  consent,  and  as  a rule  stays 
clear  of  young  girls.  First,  it  is  not  good 
business;  second,  a keeper  won't  hire  a young 
girl;  third,  the  average  customer  doesn't  want 
her — he  is  afraid  of  trouble.  In  a house  he 
might  take  a chance  with  a minor  but  he 
wouldn’t  think  of  picking  her  up  on  the  street 
and  going  to  a room  with  her,  because  even  a 
moron  would  know  that  this  would  be  a 
dangerous  procedure.  Fourth,  there  is  the 
danger  of  police  interference.  If  a pimp  were 
hauled  into  court  with  his  broad  and  she  were 
a mature  woman  he  would  stand  a chance,  but 
if  the  girl  were  a juvenile,  he  would  be  in  great 
danger  of  going  to  the  big  house.  The  juvenile 
authorities  and  the  reformers  would  imme- 
diately butt  in.  As  one  of  the  pimps  put  it, 
“The  returns  won’t  justify  the  jeopardy.” 

To  the  disgrace  of  our  twentieth-century 
civilization  there  are  thousands  of  young  girls 
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under  the  age  of  consent  who  are  living  a sex 
life,  many  of  them  promiscuously  and  not  a 
few  for  profit.  In  nearly  all  of  the  sex  cases 
that  find  their  way  into  the  Juvenile  Court  we 
learn  that  young  boys  are  “the  cause  of  it  all.” 
Sometimes  it  is  an  old  man  and  occasionally  a 
relative,  but  seldom  a pimp. 

Many  cases  of  sex  exploitation  among  girls  of 
from  twelve  to  seventeen  are  reported,  but  the 
exploiters  are  either  women,  boys  or  men  with 
retarded  mental  development.  Whatever  is 
said  about  contempt  for  law,  we  have  taught 
the  pimp  and  the  average  man  to  leave  our 
young  girls  alone.  The  pimps  fear  “the 
delinquency  minor  law”  more  than  any  other 
law  on  the  statute  book.  If  the  pimps  don’t 
rob  the  cradle  where  do  they  get  their  women? 

Pimps  get  their  girls  from  various  sources: 
first,  their  wives;  second,  their  sweethearts; 
third,  little  bums  or  chippies  who  are  wan- 
dering loose;  fourth,  married  women  who  are 
either  divorced  or  dissatisfied  with  their  hus- 
bands and  are  more  or  less  willing  to  take  a 
chance;  fifth,  amateur  prostitutes  who  are 
wandering  aimlessly  about  hoping  to  get  picked 
up;  sixth,  women  who  are  prostitutes  and 
pimpless,  or  those  who  have  left  other  pimps; 
sixth,  from  all  sorts  of  working  girls,  waitresses, 
beauty  parlour  workers,  cabaret  singers,  steno- 
graphers, the  type  of  girl  who  doesn’t  like  hard 
work  and  wants  easy  money. 

Very  few  pimps  are  white  slavers,  and  none 
of  the  modern  pimps  connive  with  procurers  in 
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order  to  get  a girl.  The  use  of  white  slavery  as 
a method  of  procuring  girls  is  no  more  neces- 
sary than  it  is  to  go  to  Africa  and  capture  a 
black  slave  in  order  to  procure  workers  in  the 
cotton  fields  of  Mississippi.  The  legitimate 
labour  market  in  America  is  overcrowded,  and 
thousands  of  workers  are  looking  and  begging 
for  work,  and  the  same  is  true  of  the  market 
for  prostitutes.  Hundreds,  yes,  thousands,  ol 
amateur  and  professional  prostitutes  are  looking 
for  jobs  as  whores  and  the  keepers  can  easily 
hire  well-trained  prostitutes  with  pimps  who 
will  be  no  bother  or  little  danger  to  the  keeper. 
They  can  get  willing  workers  who  will  give 
them  the  fullest  co-operation. 

I know  that  sailors  have  been  shanghaied  and 
forced  to  go  to  sea,  but  not  in  these  days.  The 
shipping  centres  are  overcrowded  with  sailors 
begging  for  work,  and  instead  of  shanghaiing 
men  the  shipping  masters  have  to  guard 
against  stowaways.  The  same  is  true  in  the 
vice  racket.  Pimps  will  not  only  furnish  all 
the  girls  a keeper  needs  at  union  wages,  but 
will  let  his  girls  work  at  a cut  rate  and  will  give 
all  kinds  of  commission. 

The  $5  and  $10  houses  have  a selection  of 
women  with  beautiful  wardrobes  to  draw  from. 
The  $2  and  $3  houses  have  five  applicants  for 
every  job,  and  the  $1  are  overrun  with  appli- 
cants. In  the  big  cities  men  can  buy  sex  for 
almost  any  price.  No  reasonable  offers  are 
refused.  In  the  coloured  districts  there  are 
plenty  of  50  cent  joints.  Pimps  and  keepers  do 
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not  have  to  resort  to  violence  or  force  to  secure 
or  hold  workers. 

I do  not  know  what  the  situation  was  in  the 
past,  but  to-day  if  a town  in  Oklahoma  that  had 
pieviously  been  closed  suddenly  became  known 
the  underworld  as  about  to  be  an  “open 
line,  and  the  noise  got  abroad  to  the  under- 
world over  the  country,  in  less  than  a week  you 
would  see  pimps  and  their  broads  making 
tracks  to  that  city.  They  would  ride  on  the 
Pullman,  in  freight  cars,  in  Packards  and  old 
Fords.  Detroit  is  now  a closed  town.  If  it 
were  made  known  that  houses  could  run 
openly  and  there  was  a lot  of  money  to  be  made 
by  the  hustlers,  Chicago,  Cleveland  and 
Buffalo  would  lose  half  of  their  pimp  and  whore 
populations.  When  the  Springfield,  Illinois, 
line  reopened  after  being  closed  for  several 
years,  the  influx  of  racketeers  reminded  one  of 
an  Oklahoma  oil  boom. 

When  there  is  a big  building  job  going  on  at 
profitable  wages  anywhere  in  America  the 
workers  get  wind  of  it  immediately,  and  flock 
to  that  city.  It  is  the  same  when  the  pimps 
learn  of  an  open  town.  There  are  always 
thousands  of  pimps  with  their  girls  roaming 
around  the  country  looking  for  good  “spots.” 

d he  average  American  pimp  and  his  girl 
are  not  given  to  foreign  travel,  but  if  it  became 
known  that  Buenos  Aires  or  Panama  or  China 
needed  a thousand  American  whores  who  could 
earn  big  money,  the  pimps  would  quickly 
lurmsh  the  girls  who  would  go  there  volun- 
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tarily  and  they  would  gladly  split  half  their 
earnings  with  the  dive  keepers. 

In  London,  Berlin  and  Paris  I saw  thousands 
of  full-fledged  whores  who  were  young  and 
beautiful,  and  many  of  them  were  starving. 
They  would  gladly  have  gone  to  South 
America  or  Asia,  or  the  interior  of  Africa. 
Judging  from  what  I saw  in  Africa,  Asia, 
Europe,  America  and  Mexico,  I don’t  think 
that  they  were  in  any  particular  need  ol 
foreign  prostitutes.  The  home  market  was 
glutted.  And  in  foreign  cities  American  and 
European  prostitutes  do  not  do  over  well. 
In  China,  Japan,  Africa  and  South  America 
there  are  a few  houses  that  have  American  and 
European  girls,  but  they  do  not  thrive  over 
much,  the  native  sex  workers  not  only  under- 
bidding them,  but  often  giving  superior 
service. 

There  are  many  instances  of  prostitutes 
following  the  army  where  four  or  even  two  joy 
ladies  took  care  of  the  sexual  needs  of  a 
thousand  soldiers,  and  kept  this  up  for  months. 
Almost  all  whore  houses  are  overstocked  with 
girls.  A joint  will  have  ten  girls  on  display 
where  there  won’t  be  enough  business  to  keep 
five  of  them  busy.  Keepers  of  houses  of  ill- 
fame  are  business  men,  and  they  like  to  see 
their  shelves  well  stocked,  but  a large  stock 
does  not  always  mean  plenty  of  buyers.  I have 
heard  many  girls  complain,  “I  can’t  make  any 
money  in  this  joint  where  I work.  We  have 
five  girls  there  and  there  aren’t  over  fifty  Johns 
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come  a day.  Now  if  there  were  only  two  of  us 
we  could  make  a little  money.” 

Approximately  one  million  girls  reach  the 
age  of  consent  each  year  in  America.  The  age 
of  consent  in  America  varies  in  the  different 
states  from  twelve  to  eighteen,  and  in  very  few 
houses  of  prostitution  can  a girl  under  eighteen 
get  a job.  She  may  be  below  that  age,  but  she 
will  have  to  lie  about  it  and  look  it. 

While  it  is  not  altogether  true,  the  percentage 
is  so  high  that  we  can  make  the  sweeping  state- 
ment that  most  girls  who  enter  the  oldest 
profession  and  make  possible  the  second  oldest 
first  serve  an  apprenticeship  as  “voluntary” 
workers.  The  three  stages  in  the  development 
of  the  prostitute  are:  first,  it  is  a labour  of  love; 
second,  it  is  a public  service  to  be  nice  to  the 
men  who  are  kind  to  her;  and,  third,  it  is 
business. 

The  pimp  may  enter  the  picture  at  any  of 
these  stages.  Very  few  of  the  hustling  broads 
whom  I know  are  living  with  the  man  who 
first  contacted  them.  In  this  day  and  age 
most  of  the  girls  have  considerable  experience 
before  they  acquire  a pimp. 

I am  the  father  of  a daughter.  I believe  she 
has  integrity,  moral  stamina  and  character. 
My  mother,  who  is  still  living  and  overfeeding 
me,  was  and  is  a good  woman.  My  beautiful, 
splendid  wife,  who  was  my  friend  and  lover 
for  fourteen  years  and  bore  me  a glorious  son, 
was  faithful  and  loyal  to  her  husband  until  the 
day  she  died;  and  what  I can  say  of  the 
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decency  and  morality  of  my  own  family  I can 
emphatically  say  of  many,  many  other  clean, 
splendid,  fine  single  and  married  women. 

I do  not  believe  that  women’s  value  to  them- 
selves or  society  depends  so  very  much  upon 
whether  they  have  been  “touched”  before 
marriage  or  upon  faithfulness  during  marriage. 
But  I do  appreciate  the  beauty  and  advantage 
of  a sweet,  pure  woman,  providing  she  has 
developed  her  mental  apparatus,  cultivated  a 
pure  heart,  and  grown  into  social  consciousness. 
I believe  that  the  woman  who  can  give  her 
husband  the  assurance  of  sexual  loyalty  confers 
upon  him  a majesty  and  an  honour  that  few 
other  things  in  the  world  can  give  him,  but  I 
feel  that  a woman  may  be  absolutely  sexually 
faithful  to  her  husband  and  still  be  his  greatest 
enemy  and  make  him  miserable.  A faithful 
wife  may  lie,  too,  and  cheat  her  husband.  She 
may  thwart  his  efforts  to  create  and  achieve  and 
have  a place  in  the  sun.  Sexual  fidelity  on  the 
part  of  a woman  or  a man  is  not  enough  to 
make  bliss  out  of  the  marriage  state.  On  the 
other  hand  a married  woman  may  go  out  on 
parties,  have  affairs  with  other  men,  and  still 
love  her  husband  with  all  her  heart  and  be  his 
best  friend  and  greatest  helper.  There  are 
thousands  of  women  who  can  testify  that  they 
have  faithful  husbands,  and  many  can  add  that 
this  is  not  always  sufficient. 

There  are  many  hustling  girls  who  are 
faithful,  yes,  sexually  faithful  to  their  pimps. 
It  may  be  difficult  for  some  people  to  under- 
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stand  how  a whore  who  has  a dozen  contacts 
a day  with  other  men  can  be  sexually  faithful 
to  any  one  man,  but  “As  a woman  thinketh  in 
her  heart,  so  is  she,”  and  women  have  yet  to 
learn  that  men  can  love  them  and  be  faithful 
and  yet  run  around  with  other  women.  But 
enough  of  philosophizing.  Where  does  a pimp 
get  his  woman? 

Several  years  ago  I lectured  at  the  “Coal 
Scuttle.”  The  subject  was  “Sex.”  At  the 
close  of  the  meeting  a tall,  pimply  fellow, 
twenty-two  years  old,  with  a face  like  the  side 
of  a ham,  hair  like  an  oil  mop,  and  a well 
developed  goitre,  got  up  to  take  part  in  the 
discussion.  He  was  a tailor  working  in  a union 
shop.  He  had  a fair  education  and  had  read 
considerably  on  sex  and  radical  economics.  He 
had  a quiet,  clear  blue  eye.  He  lived  on  the 
West  Side,  worked  in  the  Loop,  went  to  neigh- 
bouring dances,  attended  radical  lectures,  and 
did  not  own  an  automobile.  With  a drawlino- 
foreign  accent,  he  said,  I wish  Dr.  Reitman 
knew  as  much  ’bout  sex  as  I do.  I have  had 
twelve  sweethearts  in  the  last  five  years.  I 
never  paid  them  any  money,  nor  did  I lie  to 
them.  I let  it  be  known  that  I wanted  them 
and  they  were  willing  to  take  me  freely.  We 
were  always  good  friends.  I found  out  from 
my  close  study  of  women  that  women  are  just 
as  anxious  to  get  love  and  have  affairs  as  men 
are,  and  whether  you  believe  it  or  not  the 
women  gave  me  more  encouragement  than  I 
gave  them.” 
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I think  this  fellow  was  telling  the  truth  and  he 
explains  pretty  well  where  the  pimps  get  their 
women. 

Now  let  us  approach  the  problem  from  a new 
angle.  Belle  was  a little  Bohemian  girl,  short 
and  abnormally  plump.  She  was  born  and 
raised  in  Chicago  and  went  to  parochial 
school.  Her  parents  were  strict.  She  worked 
every  day  in  a department  store,  went  to  a 
neighbouring  dance  hall  on  Saturday  night, 
and  out  with  the  girls  on  Sunday.  Her  range 
was  not  over  three  square  miles.  She  never 
gave  her  parents  any  reason  to  suspect  or  to 
scold  her.  Her  contacts  with  the  outside  world 
were  limited.  The  men  in  the  store,  the  boys 
in  the  dance  hall,  and  a few  Sunday  friends 
were  all  that  she  had.  In  a brief  period  of 
seventeen  months  Belle  had  had  voluntary 
contact  with  fifteen  different  men,  mostly 
young  fellows  between  sixteen  and  twenty. 
After  she  had  contracted  a venereal  disease 
and  become  pregnant  she  met  Walter,  a pimp, 
and  followed  him. 

The  parish  priest  and  her  family  blamed 
Walter  for  her  downfall,  and  in  the  neighbour- 
hood the  boys  and  girls  are  talking  about  poor 
Belle,  how  she  met  a terrible  pimp  and  was 
enslaved. 


CHAPTER  V 


he  Income  of  the  Pimp ; Pimping  Largely  a Part- 
time  Business;  His  Other  Sources  of  Income; 

How  He  Spends  His  Time  and  Money 


We  have  suggested  that  economic  advantage 
to  the  pimp  is  the  paramount  reason  for  his 
having  hustlers.  All  sorts  of  stories  are  told 
about  the  pimp’s  bank-roll,  and  often  we  see 
pimps  rolling  down  the  street  in  Cadillac  cars 
dressed  in  the  latest  fashion,  shaved,  shined  and 
manicured.  But  not  all  pimps  dress  that  way. 
I here  is  many  a one  with  a $7  suit  of  clothes 
often  second-hand,  a dirty  shirt,  and  a $2  pair 
of  shoes.  And  sometimes  when  the  girl  is  sick 
or  unemployed  his  predicament  is  even  worse. 

ut  it  is  true  that  most  of  them  dress  and  live 
well. 

How  much  does  the  average  prostitute  earn? 
Howard  B.  Woolston  in  Prostitution  in  the  United 
States  quotes  the  following  figures  1 


“Various  investigations  conducted  in  the  United 
States  reveal  that  the  earnings  of  women  in  prosti- 
tution are  from  §30  to  $50  a week,  as  ordinary 
returns  Some  women  earn  as  much  as  $200.  A 
few  as  little  as  $10  or  $15.  The  Chicago  Vice 
Report  gives  $70  as  an  average  profit  for  hwentv- 
one  inmates  of  a representative  Si  house.  The 
Syracuse  report  gives  $83.30  as  an  average  weekly 


HIS  INCOME 


87 


return  for  an  inmate  of  a $1  house,  based  upon  her 
returns  for  a period  of  six  months.  Obviously  these 
amounts  will  vary  with  the  type  of  girl  and  the 
character  of  the  resort.  But  so  much  is  sufficient  to 
show  that  in  prostitution  an  ordinary  woman  can 
realize  almost  as  much  in  one  night  as  her  meagre 
abilities  would  enable  her  to  earn  in  a week.  This, 
apparently,  together  with  the  attraction  of  gay 
company,  bright  lights,  pretty  clothes,  may  account 
for  the  willingness  of  some  of  the  women  to  enter  a 
life  which  would  ordinarily  appear  most  repulsive. 
Some  of  the  women  combine  routine  occupations 
during  the  day  and  follow  prostitution  as  a side  line. 

It  is  clear  that  the  more  lucrative  occupation  has  a 
tendency  to  lure  young  women  from  the  routine 
tasks  which  are  so  poorly  paid.  Consequently  they 
may  not  exert  themselves  to  secure  promotion  in 
such  lines. 

“It  has  frequently  been  shown  that  a prostitute 
is  subject  to  considerable  deductions  from  her  earn- 
ings and  has  frequently  paid  board  ranging  from 
ten  to  twenty  dollars  a week.  The  account  of  one 
of  these  women  in  Syracuse  shows  her  total  earn- 
ings for  six  months  to  have  been  $1,962.50,  her 
share  of  which  was  $908.75,  from  which  were 
deducted  her  expenses  of  $844.24,  which,  with  a 
debt  of  $96  owed  to  the  madam,  left  her  with  a 
deficit  of  $31.49  at  the  end  of  the  time.” 

Let  me  give  you  the  figures  for  the  last  eight 
women  who  were  in  my  office. 

Laura  has  worked  in  one  of  the  largest  joints 
in  Chicago  since  1928.  That  year  her  weekly 
earnings  averaged  $250.  This  was  her  share; 
the  house  made  an  equal  amount,  plus  extras. 
In  1930  she  earned  $10  a day  for  five  days  a 
week,  and  $20  each  on  Saturday  and  Sunday. 
The  reason  she  earned  this  exact  amount  each 
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day  was  due  to  a rule  in  this  joint  that  as  soon 
as  a girl  made  $10  or  $20  she  had  to  go  home 
and  give  another  girl  a chance  to  make  a living. 
There  were  dozens  of  girls  on  the  extra  lists 
waiting  for  a chance  to  work,  and  the  manage- 
ment figured  that  $90  a week  was  just  about 
enough  for  a girl  to  make  a living  for  herself 
and  a man.  Incidentally,  girls  in  this  joint 
were  obliged  to  live  at  a hotel  that  belonged  to 
the  owner. 

In  :93£  in  the  same  joint,  she  was  allowed 
to  earn  $25  a week,  in  consideration  of  the  fact 
that  she  had  a lot  of  special  friends  and  had 
always  topped  the  house. 

Barbara  had  a flat  in  the  shadow  of  the  Gold 
Coast.  She  had  a number  of  steady  customers, 
and  when  business  was  poor  went  out  on  the 
streets  and  picked  up  a man.  Before  the 
depression  her  earnings  averaged  about  $84  a 
week,  with  occasional  fees  as  high  as  $25. 
Business  began  to  fall  off  shortly  after  1930, 
and  she  was  forced  to  move  into  cheaper 
quarters.  Finally,  as  her  earnings  continued 
to  fall,  her  man  Slim  got  a sister-in-law.  She 
rebelled  at  this,  and  in  despair  married  a 
one-armed  undertaker.  Since  then  she  has 
“straightened  out,”  and  is  now  a legitimate 
housewife. 

Big  Marge  is  a street-walker  with  many  years’ 
experience.  She  works  in  the  vicinity  of  Madi- 
son and  Racine,  the  hobo  district.  She  is  a 
diligent  worker  and  night  after  night,  rain  or 
shine,  she  is  travelling  her  beat.  She  wastes 
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no  time,  and  as  soon  as  she  has  satisfied  one 
“trick,”  her  man  insists  that  she  go  out  and  get 
another  one.  She  works  from  7 p.m.  until 
2 a.m.  In  1929  her  average  weekly  earnings 
were  $100;  in  1930,  $56;  in  1931,  $40.  For 
the  past  four  years  she  has  not  averaged  over 
$25.  Her  average  trick  to-day  pays  her  $1, 
and  she  will  not  refuse  an  offer  of  50  cents. 

Hazel  is  employed  in  a road  house  on  the 
South-west  side.  The  place  is  a booze  joint, 
and  she  is  the  only  girl  there.  She  gets  all  of 
the  money  she  earns.  In  seven  days  Hazel 
earned  $165  clear,  but  the  joint  was  closed,  the 
proprietor  got  “lucky”  and  shot  two  County 
motor-cycle  police,  and  Hazel  asked  me  if  I 
couldn’t  get  her  a job  with  the  Telephone 
Company. 

Peggy  works  in  a joint  in  Superior,  Wisconsin, 
and  comes  into  Chicago  once  a month  during 
her  period.  The  last  seven  days  she  worked  she 
earned  $84.  Her  place  of  employment  is  in  a 
tolerated  house. 

Frances  works  in  a loop  massage  parlour  (in 
the  big  cities  a considerable  part  of  the  city’s 
prostitution  is  carried  on  in  these  places).  She 
earned  $21  for  a full  week. 

The  “Queen”  is  living  at  a large  loop  hotel. 
The  bell  boys  bring  her  tricks  and  she  splits 
with  them,  giving  $2  out  of  $5.  She  takes  no 
customer  at  less  than  $5  and  usually  tries  to 
get  $10.  One  pleased  man  gave  her  $50,  and 
another  happy  drunk  gave  her  $40. 

A serious  unemployment  crisis  developed  in 
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America  in  1930,  with  five  million  men  and 
women  thrown  out  of  work.  It  became 
increasingly  serious  in  the  years  that  followed; 
unemployment  increased  to  eleven  million  by 
This  crisis  affected  the  employment  of 
prostitutes  exactly  as  it  affected  the  workers  in 
legitimate  business.  Hundreds  of  houses  of 
prostitution  were  closed,  and  many  of  the 
prostitutes  were  thrown  on  their  own  resources. 
They  resorted  to  street-walking,  picking  up 
men  in  dance-halls,  parks,  etc.,  for  small  fees. 
Many  of  these  women  were  discarded  by  their 
pimp  because  they  could  not  earn  enough  to 
support  him  in  the  manner  to  which  he  was 
accustomed. 

I made  inquiries  “at  the  sex  market-place” 
and  was  informed  that  the  whores  were  run- 
ning wild  looking  for  jobs.  Within  a month  a 
dozen  girls  asked  me  if  I knew  a joint  that 
needed  a girl,  and  a half-dozen  girls  who 
usually  made  a living  selling  their  bodies  asked 
me  if  I could  get  them  a legitimate  job  as  a 
telephone  girl,  clerk,  or  office  attendant. 

I have  no  accurate  information.  As  far  as  I 
know  no  experiment  has  been  made,  but  I 
would  be  willing  to  wager  that  if  I could  have 
inserted  the  following  ad.  in  a newspaper  I would 
have  had  100  applicants  ready  to  go  to  work. 

“Wanted,  good-looking  young  women  to  work 
as  public  prostitutes  in  a $1  joint.  Wages  $*0  a 
week.” 

At  a recent  unemployment  conference  I 
heard  Fitzpatrick,  President  of  the  Chicago 
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Federation  of  Labour,  say  that  almost  one-half 
of  the  skilled  workers  belonging  to  labour 
unions  were  unemployed.  I repeated  this  con- 
versation to  a group  of  pimps.  Bill,  who  knows 
the  sex  market  very  well,  said,  “They  are  lucky. 
At  least  75  per  cent,  of  the  pimps’  women  are 
also  unemployed.” 

In  1935  comparatively  few  prostitutes  work 
full  time.  In  most  of  the  American  syndicated 
houses  that  have  been  able  to  survive  the 
depression,  the  same  tactics  prevail  as  in  big 
business:  they  let  the  employee  work  three 
days  a week,  or  one  week  out  of  three.  The 
vice  employers  try  to  hold  on  to  their  girls,  and 
give  them  enough  work  to  permit  them  to 
exist.  In  many  houses,  after  a girl  has  earned 
$20  or  $25  she  is  not  permitted  to  work  until 
the  next  week,  or,  in  some  cases,  until  the 
second  week.  Often  she  takes  a second,  or 
even  third,  job,  or  works  the  streets  on  the  side. 
She  can’t  keep  her  man  in  style  for  less  than 
$50. 

There  are  many  honest,  splendid  men  and 
women  who,  when  they  see  their  families 
suffering  for  want  of  bread,  have  an  idea  that 
if  they  stooped  to  steal,  gamble  and  bootleg 
and  vend  their  sex,  they  could  make  plenty  of 
easy  money.  This  is  absolutely  not  true. 
“The  way  of  the  transgressor  is  hard,”  and 
society  has  evolved  to  a point  where  it  can 
protect  itself  against  those  who  want  to  beat 
the  system  by  crooked  methods,  or  who  are 
willing  to  sell  virtue  for  gain.  Jack  Black  said 
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in  a splendid  book  on  crime  “ You  can’t  win.” 
The  same  is  true  of  vice. 

Let  us  now  look  at  the  budget  of  an  average 
prostitute  who  has  steady  work.  The  following 
was  worked  out  authoritatively: 

Monthly  Budget  of  a Girl  Working  in  a Joint 


Hotel  room  . 

Meals 

Telephone  calls  . 

Hotel  tips  .... 
Doctor,  dentist  and  medicine 
Cosmetics  .... 

Taxis  and  car-fare 

Beauty  parlours  and  hairdressers 

Working  clothes  . 

Street  clothes,  6 dresses  a year 
House  slippers  and  shoes 
Hose,  6 pairs 
Hats,  6 a year 
Winter  coat,  i a year  . 

Spring  coat,  i a year  . 

Gloves,  4 pairs  per  year,  1930  ; 2 i 
1935  .... 

Underwear  and  lingerie 
Miscellaneous  knicknacks 
Scarf,  neckpiece,  umbrella,  overshoe 
Jewellery  .... 
Amusements 

Literature,  mostly  magazines  and 
papers  .... 
Cigarettes  .... 

Bad  loans,  gifts  to  friends  and  family 
Drinks  .... 

DoPt  ! 


!93o 

1935 

$50.00 

0 

0 

d 

•'t' 

40.00 

30.00 

6.00 

4.OO 

5.00 

2.00 

20.00 

10.00 

8.00 

4-00 

12.00 

6.00 

8.00 

4.00 

8.00 

6.00 

1 1. 00 

7.00 

10.00 

5.00 

9.00 

6.00 

1.50 

1.50 

10.00 

4.00 

4.00 

2.00 

•75 

•25 

3.00 

2.00 

1. 00 

1. 00 

2.00 

1. 00 

3.00 

1. 00 

5.00 

3.00 

14.00 

5.00 

6.00 

7.00 

20.00 

10.00 

20.00 

25.00 

■???? 

???■? 

• • • • 

Total 


. $277.25  §186.75 
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These  schedules  are  for  the  most  successful 
prostitutes.  Their  income  in  a joint  is  often 
augmented  by  extra  work,  stealing  and  “chiselling. 

As  will  be  noticed  from  our  table,  the  girl’s 
expenditure  for  liquor  and  tobacco  has  increased. 
This  is  due  to  the  fact  that  she  has  more  leisure 
and  more  time  to  mope  about,  and  since  the 
legalizing  of  taverns  in  America,  many  of  these 
women  spend  their  leisure  sitting  around  waiting 
for  tricks.  They  have  to  buy  drinks  while  waiting, 
and  naturally  smoke  more.  Many  of  the  girls  are 
becoming  drunkards,  for  liquor  is  very  cheap  in 
America  in  the  last  few  years.  A large  schooner  of 
beer  can  be  purchased  for  io  cents,  in  many  places 
for  5 cents.  It  is  important  to  note  that  the  end  of 
prohibition  did  not  end  bootlegging.  In  many 
flats  and  joints  illegal  beer  and  whisky  are  sold. 
Whisky  is  often  as  cheap  as  20  cents  a pint.  The 
unemployed  hustlers  sit  around  in  these  places, 
loafing  and  waiting  for  business. 

Approximately  10  per  cent,  of  the  girls  are  dope 
fiends  and  addicted  to  morphine  and  its  derivatives 
by  needle,  the  inhalation  or  needle  injection  of 
cocaine  or  to  smoking  the  pipe.  We  do  not  class  the 
smoking  of  marijuana  cigarettes  as  a drug  addiction. 
Some  authorities  do.  It  is  an  expensive  habit  and 
fully  20  per  cent,  of  the  girls  smoke  marijuana 
cigarettes  at  one  time  or  another.  When  a girl  is  a 
dope  fiend  she  cuts  down  on  every  other  expense 
and  spends  most  of  her  income  for  dope.  Fifty 
dollars  a week  would  be  an  average. 

Any  professional  or  business  woman  scruti- 
nizing the  budget  of  the  prostitute  must  admit 
that  she  isn’t  much  of  a swell  dresser  or  a higher 
flyer.  Twenty-five  to  fifty  dollars  a week  ex- 
penses for  a public  servant  doesn’t  give  much 
evidence  that  her  service  is  valued  highly  or 
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appreciated.  In  this  budget  we  haven’t  in- 
cluded the  costs  of  an  arrest.  The  average 
pinch  costs  a girl  anywhere  from  $50  to  $100, 
and  in  spite  of  what  the  pimps  say  about  it, 
the  average  hustler  I know  who  is  doing  any 
kind  of  business  is  taking  a pinch  or  two  a 
year.  Nor  have  we  charged  her  with  an  opera- 
tion. I see  so  many  girls  going  in  and  out  of 
the  hospitals.  Even  in  charity  hospitals  there 
are  expenses,  and  we  wouldn’t  be  stretching  a 
point  if  we  added  $100  a year  for  operations. 

The  pimp  has  his  expenses  also.  Let  us  look 
at  his  budget,  as  it  was  in  pre-depression  days. 
To-day  he  is  lucky  to  have  half  or  even  one- 
quarter  of  this  amount.  Many  pimps  have 
been  forced  to  separate  from  their  women 
because  there  was  no  money  for  a cheap 
furnished  room.  We  have  seen  many  former 

pimps  in  the  shelter  houses  for  homeless, 
unattached  men. 

Monthly  Budget  of  a Pimp 

Room  (included  in  the  girl’s  expenses). 

Clothes  . 

Meals,  including  treats  .... 

Laundry  .... 

Shoes,  socks  and  underwear 
Cigars  and  cigarettes  . 

Incidentals,  including  bad  loans,  tips  and 

gifts 

Amusements  and  entertainments 
Drinks  ..... 

Gifts  to  the  girl  yearly,  a wrist  watch  $15, 
two  rings  at  $5,  two  necklaces  at  $1.50, 
bracelets  $5,  Christmas  gifts  to  her  family 
$25  (§58  per  year)  . 


$50.00 

100.00 

10.00 

10.00 

10.00 

50.00 

50.00 

25.00 


5.00 
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Automobile  ...•••  75*°° 

An  annual  trip  to  the  girl’s  folks,  $60  . 5.00 

Total $390.00 

We  haven’t  included  in  the  pimp’s  budget 
the  two  largest  items  of  expense.  Three-fourths 
of  all  pimps  gamble.  Playing  the  ponies  is 
the  pimp’s  middle  name,  shooting  craps  his 
favourite  recreation,  playing  cards  his  religion. 
In  common  with  all  gamblers  he  sometimes 
wins,  but  mostly  loses.  The  girls  are  always 
complaining,  ‘’We  never  have  anything,  and 
we  never  get  any  place,  because  every  nickel 
my  man  gets  his  hands  on  he  gambles  away. 
And  it  is  true.  Almost  all  pimps  are  gamblers, 
and  almost  all  gamblers  haven’t  any  objections 
to  being  pimps. 

Another  large  item  in  the  pimp’s  expenses  is 
the  cost  of  production.  The  business  of 
locating,  educating  and  snaring  another  broad 
is  expensive.  The  prospective  girl  must  be 
wined  and  dined  and  have  clothes  bought,  and 
receive  gifts.  He  must  put  on  the  dog  for  her, 
and  show  her  he  is  a man  with  money,  and 
nothing  is  too  good  for  her.  Often  they  find 
the  girl  when  she  is  ill,  and  they  have  to  take 
care  of  her.  Like  as  not  she  is  broke  and 
raggedy  and  has  to  be  dressed  up.  This  item 
would  average  anywhere  from  $100  to  $500 
for  each  new  girl. 

If  the  pimp  is  a drunkard  or  a dope  fiend  he 
is  apt  to  spend  every  nickel  he  can  put  his  hands 
on  for  supplies.  And  in  this  day  and  country 
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$25  a week  to  the  tavern-keeper  and  $50  a week 
dope  peddler  is  a very  small  average. 

henever  we  find  a pimp  who  is  a dope  fiend, 
we  are  quite  apt  to  find  his  girl  afflicted  with 
the  same  addiction.  Sometimes  it  is  the  girl 
who  induces  the  man  to  try  a shot,  but  more 
often  it  is  he  who  persuades  the  girl  to  take  her 
hrst  plunge  into  the  darkness  of  drug  addiction, 
from  which  few  return.  The  non-addicted 
pimp  or  whore  is  reluctant  to  take  on  an  addict. 

Let  us  take  it  for  granted  that  the  girl  gives 
her  man  every  nickel  she  earns,  but  often  this 
is  not  so.  Many  of  them  are  short-change 
artists  and  knock  down  on  their  men,  some  to 
buy  dope  or  booze,  or  to  send  their  families 
money,  or  to  buy  clothes.  A few  of  the  pro- 
vident ones  hang  on  to  a few  dollars  weekly 
and  put  it  into  a savings  bank,  but  these  are 
quite  rare,  for  it  can  be  readily  seen  that  there 
isn  t much  to  be  saved. 

Now  let  us  figure  the  thing  out.  Let  us  take 
the  times  when  business  was  good,  the  prosti- 
tute working  steadily  and  bringing  home  $100 
a week.  This  would  mean  she"  had  served 
approximately  ioo  men  at  from  $2  to  $3  apiece, 
the  house  usually  takes  10  per  cent,  of  her 
share  of  the  earnings  for  protection,  and  there 
are  other  expenses.  But  after  everything  is 
taken  care  of  she  had  a hundred  to  give  to'her 
man.  Her  own  expenses  were  upwards  of  $30 
a week,  and  the  pimp  got  $50  cash  in  hand. 
He  was  obliged  to  spend  a part  of  this  on  her 
as  well  as  keep  up  appearances.  Now  his  own 
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expenses  were  over  $5®  ^ week.  Where  did  lie 
get  off  at  ? 

I read  these  budgets  to  a pimp.  His  com- 
ment was,  “I  hope  you  understand  why  a man 
has  to  get  two  or  three  girls.”  Another  one, 
listening  in,  said,  “Doc,  I got  to  have  two  girls 
just  to  pay  my  laundry  bill.  They  spend  so 
damned  much  money  on  themselves.’ 


CHAPTER  VI 


The  Pimp  and  Venereal  Disease  Control;  How  He 
Attempts  to  Protect  His  Woman  from 
Disease  and  Disaster 

The  wages  of  sin  is  death5’  is  a strong  state- 
ment, and  open  to  debate.  I have  known  a 
gieat  many  charming,  delightful  sinners,  who 
apparently  enjoyed  life  and  lived  out  their 
three  score  years  and  ten,  but  these  sinners 
were  not  amongst  the  pimps.  The  figures  on 
the  percentage  of  infected  prostitutes  vary 
greatly.  The  American  Social  Hygiene  group 
estimates  that  over  one-half  of  the  prostitutes 
are  infected,  but  Dr.  William  J.  Robinson  in 
T///  rfcent  book,  The  Oldest  Profession  in  the 
World,  quotes  figures  to  show  that  less  than 
2 per  cent,  are  infected. 

The  percentage  of  pimps  infected  with  active 
veneieal  disease  is  very  small.  In  the  thousands 
1 have  examined  I am  sure  that  less  than  5 per 
cent,  were  shown  by  recognized  tests  to  be 
infected,  though  a slightly  larger  proportion 
showed  traces  of  old  infection. 

. The  pimp  is  in  the  sex  vending  business.  It 
is  essential  to  keep  his  vending  machine  in 
running  order.  My  personal  observation  with 
50,000  prostitutes  in  the  last  ten  years  who  have 
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either  passed  through  my  office,  the  clinics  of 
the  Cook  County  Jail,  the  Chicago  House  of 
Correction,  or  the  Morals  Court  Clinic  of  the 
Chicago  Health  Department  has  revealed  that 
even  among  the  women  the  percentage  of 
active  infection  is  not  higher  than  between  10 
and  15  per  cent. 

Venereal  diseases  are  on  the  decrease. 
Government  statistics  from  all  the  civilized 
countries  in  the  world  have  proven  this,  and 
there  are  many  factors  responsible  for  this 
blessing.  The  pimp’s  watchfulness  over  his 
girl  must  be  given  no  small  amount  of  credit. 
But  it  was  not  ever  thus.  Prior  to  1917  com- 
paratively little  attention  was  paid  to  the  health 
of  the  sex  vendor. 

Out  of  the  World  War  many  measures  that 
were  favourable  to  public  health  developed. 
Typhoid  fever  preventive  inoculations  pro- 
tected all  of  the  American  soldiers  against  the 
disease  that  killed  more  soldiers  than  bullets  in 
the  Spanish-American  War,  and  the  anti- 
venereal  disease  campaign  saved  thousands  of 
American  soldiers  from  gonorrhoea,  syphilis 
and  chancroid  diseases  which  had  incapacitated 
thousands  of  American  soldiers  theretofore. 

In  1917  Chicago,  in  common  with  most 
other  cities  in  America,  began  an  active 
venereal  disease  campaign,  and  laws  were 
passed  in  many  of  the  communities  placing 
gonorrhoea,  syphilis  and  chancroid  in  the  same 
category  with  smallpox,  scarlet  fever  and 
diphtheria,  and  giving  the  Health  Department 
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the  right  to  quarantine,  isolate  and  hospitalize 
cases  of  any  one  of  these.  This  marked  a new 
day  in  the  life  of  the  pimp,  because  it  meant 
that  if  his  girl  were  arrested  and  found  suffering 
from  a venereal  disease  she  would  not  be  dis- 
charged by  the  judge,  but  would  be  sent  to  the 
isolation  hospital  for  a period  of  from  two  weeks 
to  two  months.  Immediately  the  pimp  deve- 
loped an  interest  in  venereal  disease  prophylaxis 
that  was  astonishing. 

Another  move  was  the  putting  into  effect  of 
a Health  Department  regulation  as  follows: 
Any  individual  who  is  infected  in  a house  of 
prostitution  and  reports  his  case  to  the  health 
department  can  have  the  house  placarded  with 
a sign  “ Venereal  Disease— Keep  Out.”  The 
Chicago  Health  Department  placarded  hun- 
dreds of  houses  with  a big  red  sign,  and  when 
keepers  and  pimps  realized  how  much  trouble 
an  insignificant  case  of  clap  could  cause  them 
they  all  became  most  active  to  see  that  their 
women  were  free  from  venereal  diseases. 

The  medical  inspection  of  prostitutes  is  an 
old  procedure.  It  has  been  used  for  centuries 
in  Europe  and  for  a hundred  years  in  America. 
But  until  compulsory  hospital  procedures 
were  inaugurated  and  sporting  houses  were 
placarded,  medical  inspection  'was  about  as 
effective  as  the  Volstead  Act.  With  stringent 
methods  and  heavy  penalties  there  are  still  a 
great  many  infected  prostitutes  working. 

The  way  to  cook  a rabbit  is  to  catch  him  first. 
The  way  to  determine  whether  a sporting 
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woman  has  a venereal  disease  is  to  catch  her 
first,  and  as  only  a small  percentage  of  the 
public  women  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  Police 
and  Health  Department,  and  as  not  more  than 
one-half  of  the  vendors  of  sex  go  to  private 
physicians  in  the  early  stages  of  the  disease,  it 
can  be  readily  understood  why  many  men  are 
infected  by  them.  All  venereally  infected 
women  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  doctors  sooner 
or  later,  but  many  do  not  go  near  a doctor  until 
complications  develop.  We  have  stated  above 
that  at  the  time  of  examination  io  per  cent,  of 
the  girls  had  active  gonorrhoea  and  15  per  cent, 
chronic.  Bear  in  mind,  this  is  at  the  time  of 
examination.  Gonorrhoea  is  a curable  disease, 
and  prostitutes,  like  other  persons,  get  gonor- 
rhoea, are  cured  of  it,  and  may  show  no 
symptoms  at  the  time  of  examination,  but  it 
must  be  understood  that  every  woman  who 
hustles  for  a year  will  acquire  the  disease. 
There  are,  of  course,  a few  exceptions  to  this. 
Some  women  have  a natural  immunity  against 
it  and  others  have  developed  an  excellent 
prophylactic  technique  which  protects  them. 

If  a girl  is  not  infected  in  the  first  contact  she 
is  apt  to  be  in  the  first  one  hundred,  or  at  least 
in  the  first  one  thousand,  and  it  is  impossible  to 
have  five  thousand  contacts  without  getting 
some  kind  of  infection.  If  a girl  has  ten  con- 
tacts a day  that  would  be  two  hundred  and 
fifty  for  a twenty-five-day  month,  or  2,500  for 
a ten-month  year. 

And  to  the  pimp  venereal  disease  becomes  a 
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terrible  spectre.  If  his  girl  isn't  arrested  and 

SeiA'  tC>r  e ^so^at^on  hospital,  she  is  quite  apt  to 
suffer  from  chronic  disease  with  complications 
and  severe  pain  and  resulting  incapacity  to 
work.  The  pimp  usually  tries  to  get  a good 
doctor  for  his  girl,  and  if  possible,  tries  to  send 
tier  to  a good  hospital,  but  as  the  average 
abdommal  operation  costs  anywhere  from  $200 
to  $1,000,  he  usually  hasn’t  the  bank  roll,  and 
is  obliged  to  send  her  to  a free  hospital 

The  relationship  between  a girl’s  pain  in  the 
abdomen  and  her  acquisition  of  a pimp  is  close. 
Many  working  girls  and  loose  females  who  run 
around  with  the  boys  catch  a “dose.”  They 
don’t  know  what  is  the  matter  with  them,  but 
they  do  have  terrible  pains  and  are  unable  to 
work  they  he  around  their  rooms  or  hotels 
complaining,  lonely  and  miserable.  An 
amateur  or  full-fledged  pimp  makes  the 
acquaintance  of  a girl  at  this  time,  takes  her 
to  a doctor  and  a hospital,  is  kind  to  her  and 
pays  her  expenses.  When  she  gets  well  she 
starts  to  live  with  him,  and  before  she  knows  it 
she  is  his  hustling  broad.  I have  seen  this  take 
place  dozens  of  times. 

Every  pimp  is  obliged  to  be  a sort  of  doctor 
and  nurse  and  grows  familiar  with  the  hot- 
water  bag  and  sedative  tablets.  The  entrance 
of  not  a few  of  the  girls  into  the  realm  of  dope- 
land  comes  this  way.  They  have  such  terrible 
pains  and  aches  and  complain  so  much,  that 
the  pimp  or  a colleague  finally  suggests  the 
pipe  or  the  needle  to  alleviate  the  suffering. 
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Many  girls  explain  their  addiction  by  stating 
that  they  never  got  on  dope  until  they  had 
chronic  gonorrhoea. 

Syphilis  is  a tragedy  that  forever  haunts  the 
pimp.  Most  of  them  have  it,  have  had  it,  or 
will  get  it;  and  the  same  is  true  of  the  girl, 
although,  as  pointed  out,  only  15  per  cent, 
show  evidence  at  the  time  of  examination. 
The  most  satisfactory  advances  in  syphilis 
control  are,  first,  that  yearly  we  are  catching 
a larger  percentage  in  its  primary  stage  and, 
second,  we  isolate  these  cases.  The  difficulty 
is  that,  although  the  pimp  wishes  to  refer  his 
woman  for  treatment  the  moment  he  realizes 
she  is  infected,  she  is  often  very  reluctant  to  go. 
Few  prostitutes,  or  even  pimps,  so  far  as  that 
is  concerned,  will  take  sufficient  treatment  to 
be  cured. 

If  we  can  catch  syphilis  in  the  primary  stage 
and  influence  the  patient  to  take  sufficient 
anti-syphilitic  treatment  we  can  quickly  cure 
the  disease,  or  at  least  prevent  it  from  going 
into  more  severe  stages  or  developing  com- 
plications. Syphilis,  like  tuberculosis,  typhoid 
fever,  and  pneumonia  is  a curable  disease. 
There  are  some  who  would  challenge  this 
statement,  but  that  is  unimportant.  We  have 
records  of  more  than  a million  cases  in  America, 
and  over  ten  million  in  Europe.  The  medical 
world  since  the  days  of  Christopher  Columbus 
has  given  much  of  its  best  thought  to  this 
disease. 

We  find  comparatively  little  secondary 
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syphilis  amongst  pimps.  This  is  the  stage  of 
the  disease  where  the  body  breaks  out  in 
various  kinds  of  eruptions,  and  where  the  hair 
falls  out.  This  is  due  to  the  fact  that  the  pimp 
is  fastidious  and  watches  his  body  pretty  care- 
fully, and  is  more  apt  to  take  necessary  treat- 
ments in  the  first  stages.  For  obvious  reasons 
the  disease  in  its  early  stages  is  more  readily 
detected  in  men  than  in  women.  This  accounts 
for  the  fact  that  we  have  more  females  with 
syphilitic  skin  eruptions  and  hair  falling  out 
than  we  have  males. 

In  syphilis  often  the  secondary  manifestations 
are  absent  or  escape  detection.  Many  of  the 
eruptions  are  diagnosed  as  eczema,  dermatitis 
or  hives.  There  is  much  discussion  as  to 
whether  the  secondary  stages  are  infectious  or 
not.  While  it  is  true  that  syphilitic  germs  have 
been  detected  in  skin  lesions  or  in  the  mucous 
patches  in  the  mouth  I am  confident  that  few 
infections  take  place  at  this  time.  The  health 
departments  do  not  agree  with  me  and  com- 
pulsorily hospitalize  all  cases  of  secondary 
syphilis.  I will  agree  that  it  is  a good  policy, 
for  it  is  better  to  be  safe  than  sorry.  It  is  a 
pleasure  to  be  able  to  record  that  as  the  years 
go  on  fewer  cases  of  secondary  syphilis  are  seen. 

In  1892  I was  the  office  boy  at  the  

Remedy  Company.  This  concern  put  out 
a patent  medicine  for  the  cure  of  syphilis. 
It  advertised  extensively  in  the  newspapers 
throughout  the  country.  (It  is  now  unlawful 
to  advertise  drugs  for  the  cure  of  venereal 
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diseases  in  any  newspaper  or  peiiodical  that 

goes  through  the  mail.)  The  Remedy 

Company  treated  thousands  of  cases  of  syphilis 
every  year,  and  fully  one-half  of  their  cases  had 
some  form  of  skin  lesion,  often  terrible  ulcers. 
Nowadays  we  see  comparatively  few  cases  01 
syphilis  in  such  disfiguring  stages.  . 

Syphilis  is  most  commonly  detected  in  the 
pimp  and  his  girl  when  it  is  in  the  chronic  01 
latent  stage.  It  is  customary  for  both  of  them 
periodically  to  take  a blood  test,  and  this  is 
always  done  when  they  are  arrested.  Every 
prostitute  or  customer  who  passes  through  the 
Morals  Court  is  compelled  to  have  a blood  test 
whether  he  likes  it  or  not.  The  same  is  true  of 
every  prisoner  who  lands  in  the  Cook  County 
Jail  or  the  Chicago  House  of  Correction.  It  is 
also  true  in  most  of  the  large  jails  and  peni- 
tentiaries in  America  and  Europe.  ^ 

The  average  percentages  of  positive  blood 
tests  found  by  the  Chicago  Health  Depai  tment 
were  for  the  years  1926-30:  11*12,  and  for  the 


years  i93i-34:  I0'83-  , 

The  United  States  Public  Health  Service 

announced  in  1935  that  the  prevalence  rate  foi 
venereal  disease  in  the  United  States  is  7*7  per 
1,000  population,  and  that  the  annual  inci- 
dence of  new  infections  was  estimated  at  4 per 
1 ,000  for  syphilis  and  8 per  1 ,000  for  gonoi  1 lioea. 

’ Now  let  us  remember  that  most  of  these 
examinations  were  made  on  the  anti-social 
group,  prostitutes  and  prisoners,  and  we  would 
suppose  that  if  there  is  any  class  of  people  in 
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the  world  who  are  syphilitic  it  would  be  this 
gioup,  and  only  io  per  cent,  were  positive. 
These  positive  reactions  include  those  in  the 
primary,  secondary,  and  tertiary  stages.  The 
United  States  Army  examinations  of  three 
million  men  for  the  draft  revealed  about  6 per 
cent,  positive.  This  is  for  all  men  of  all  colours, 
and  the  percentage  of  syphilis  in  the  Negro  race 
is  almost  twice  as  high  as  it  is  in  the  white. 

There  have  been  a number  of  surveys  and 
experiments  made  to  determine  whether  an 
individual  with  a positive  Wassermann  blood 
or  spinal  fluid  test  was  infectious  or  not.  We 
have  had  a number  of  cases  in  court  where 
judge  and  the  jury  were  called  upon  to  decide 
whether  a pimp  with  a positive  Wassermann 
test  and  no  apparent  symptoms  should  be 
isolated  or  not,  and  whether  he  was  a menace 
to  the  good  health  of  the  community.  It  is 
impossible  to  say  when  a man  or  woman  with 
a positive  blood  test  will  break  out  with  open 
sores,  and  a health  department  is  justified  in 
taking  extreme  measures  with  a disease  as 
important  as  syphilis.  Most  health  depart- 
ments throughout  America  are  willing  to  let  a 
person  with  a positive  Wassermann  test  and  no 
open  lesions  go  free  if  he  will  promise  to  remain 
under  surveillance  and  take  treatment  from  his 
own  doctor  or  the  clinic. 

Most  cases  of  syphilis  in  pimps  and  their  girls 
are  detected  in  the  final  stages,  many  in  paresis 
or  general  syphilis  of  the  insane.  Over  5,000 
cases  pass  thiough  the  Chicago  Psychopathic 
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Clinic  yearly,  and  17  per  cent,  of  all  cases  of 
diagnosed  insanity  have  their  origin  in  syphilis. 
Whether  it  is  divine  justice,  an  intelligent 
retribution  or  a pimp’s  habits  I cannot  say, 
but  if  an  individual  who  has  acquired  syphilis 
neglects  treatment,  is  addicted  to  drink  or  to 
drugs,  dissipates  his  health  by  neglecting  his 
sleep,  eating  the  wrong  kinds  of  food,  and 
worrying,  he  is  quite  apt  to  get  the  worst  of  the 
battle  with  syphilis.  Not  a few  pimps  end 
their  days  as  jabbering  idiots  due  to  the  fact 
that  their  brains  and  spinal  chords  are  des- 
troyed by  the  virus  of  syphilis.  None  can  fly 
high  enough  or  live  fast  enough  to  beat  it. 
And  the  syphilitic  individual  must  always 
remember  that,  and  if  he  expects  a break  from 
this  terrible  disease,  he  must  reform  and  live  a 
quiet  life.  It  is  common  knowledge  that  many 
pimps  go  insane.  It  is  not  always  syphilis; 
dementia  praecox,  alcoholic  insanity,  tumours 
of  the  brain,  are  also  contributing  factors. 

Stella  came  in  the  other  day  to  see  me  about 
George,  her  man.  He  had  been  buying  up 
silk  shirts  and  was  bringing  things  home  from 
the  10-cent  store  and  talking  about  millions  of 
dollars — always  talking  and  boasting  about  the 
great  things  he  was  going  to  do.  He  talked  so 
much  we  took  him  over  to  the  psychopathic. 
The  diagnosis  was  syphilis  of  the  brain.  I 
prevented  two  pimps  from  standing  trial  for 
murder  because  I was  able  to  show  that  both 
of  them  had  neuro-syphilis.  Someone  might 
try  to  figure  this  out:  Are  men  pimps  because 
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they  have  syphilis,  or  do  they  have  syphilis 
because  they  are  pimps? 

More  female  racketeers  develop  insanity  than 
male,  but  a smaller  percentage  of  prostitutes 
with  syphilis  have  paresis.  Whether  it  is  due 
to  the  fact  that  the  hustler  has  less  brains  than 
a pimp  I am  unable  to  say,  but  syphilis  does 
not  work  such  terrible  mental  destruction  with 
the  female  as  it  does  with  the  male. 

Locomotor  ataxia  is  a very  common  end- 
product  of  syphilis.  And  it  develops  amongst 
types  to  which  the  pimps  belong.  They  are 
nervous,  they  are  alcoholic  and  they  are 
neglectful.  And  there  are  dozens  of  active  and 
ex-pimps  hobbling  along  the  streets,  dragging 
one  leg  after  another,  who  are  lamenting  the 
fact  that  they  neglected  to  take  treatment  and 
wasted  their  efforts  on  second-class  broads. 
The  gods  are  again  kinder  to  the  prostitutes, 
and  comparatively  few  of  their  number  develop 
locomotor  ataxia,  though  some  have  paresis. 
Slim’s  girl,  Mae,  is  now  over  in  Dunning  Insane 
Asylum  jabbering  “Why  don’t  Slim  come  to 
see  me?  I tried  to  be  so  good  to  him.”  Betty 
is  in  Elgin,  after  seven  years’  faithful  service  to 
Dago.  He  never  goes  to  see  her. 

Alec  came  in  to  see  me  the  other  day,  saying 
“Doc,  what  in  the  hell  am  I going  to  do  with 
Jenny?  She  is  fighting  and  quarrelling  in  the 
joint  and  can’t  hold  a job,  she’s  raising  hell 
over  at  the  hotel,  and  we’ve  had  to  move  twice 
in  the  last  week.  She’s  simply  nuts.”  Three 
days  in  the  psychopathic,  a blood  and  a spinal 
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test  sent  her  to  the  bug  house  to  die  a slow  and 
terrible  death,  and  Alec  is  now  taking  treat- 
ment. 

Katherine  asked  me  to  come  over  to  the 
house  and  see  Johnny.  He  was  going  blind 
and  was  unable  to  spend  her  money.  She  was 
worried  about  it,  and  when  I told  her  that  he 
had  syphilis  of  the  brain  and  ought  to  go  to  an 
institution  she  said  “Til  be  damned  if  I let  him 
go.  I’m  going  to  take  care  of  him  until  he 
croaks.” 

An  interesting  phenomenon  can  be  observed 
watching  the  intimate  life  of  the  pimp.  His 
woman  may  have  an  active  venereal  disease, 
or  she  may  be  what  is  known  as  a carrier,  that 
is,  have  absolutely  no  pathology  that  results  in 
symptoms  and  yet  carry  virile  micro-organisms. 
She  may  be  a carrier  in  two  ways.  First, 
temporarily,  some  male  customer  may  have 
injected  active  gonococci,  and  the  next  custo- 
mer come  in  contact  with  them,  but  she,  quite 
possibly,  would  wash  them  out,  and  never  have 
the  disease.  This  accounts  for  the  fact  that 
many  men  acquire  gonorrhoea  from  prostitutes 
who  never  really  had  the  disease.  They  were 
simply  temporary  holders  of  the  germs.  On 
the  other  hand  she  may  be  such  a carrier  as  we 
find  in  typhoid  fever.  An  individual  harbours 
the  germ  that  causes  disease  and  death  to 
another  person,  but  never  affects  the  host  in 
the  slightest.  Pimps  rarely  contract  venereal 
diseases  from  their  women  because  they  are 
always  on  guard. 
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It  is  absolutely  true  that  venereal  disease  is 
preventable,  and,  if  a man  uses  precautions,  no 
woman  can  infect  him,  no  matter  how  serious 
a case  she  has.  If  a man  immediately  after  a 
contact  washes  with  an  antiseptic  solution  or 
alcohol,  or  even  soap  and  water,  and  imme- 
diately voids,  he  will  not  contract  a disease. 
Alternatively,  there  are  on  the  market  dozens 
of  prophylactic  packages  which  are  usually 
made  up  of  mercury  and  silver  solution;  and 
if  some  such  stuff  as  this  be  used  the  disease 
may  be  avoided.  The  knowledge  and  use  of 
prophylactics,  which  is  very  much  encouraged 
by  pimps,  has  unquestionably  saved  thousands 
of  men  from  infection.  It  is  a comparatively 
simple  matter  to  protect  the  man  but  not  so 
easy  to  guard  the  woman  from  infection, 
though  women  can  be  protected  if  they  take 
the  time  and  the  patience. 

I think  we  can  say  in  1935  that  this  jazz  age 
has  given  us  many  terrible  things,  but  it  did 
give  to  amorous  youth  a psychology  which 
permits  it  to  think  in  terms  of  disease  preven- 
tion. And  the  pimp,  due  largely  to  selfish 
reasons,  must  be  given  credit  for  part  of  the 
advances  we  have  made  in  venereal  disease 
control. 


CHAPTER  VII 


The  Pimp  and  Population;  Sterility  Among  Prostitutes 
and  Why;  Pimps  Seldom  Fathers 

Aside  from  fostering  prostitution  and  acquir- 
ing money  to  live  a vicious,  anti-social  life  that 
makes  it  easy  for  him  to  get  into  all  sorts  of 
rackets,  the  pimp  is  the  enemy  of  society  in  two 
distinct  ways.  First,  he  is  a factor  in  the 
diminishing  birth  rate.  Second,  he  corrupts 
the  law,  which  includes  the  police,  judges, 
courts  and  politicians. 

Sociologists  have  called  attention  to  the 
alarming  decrease  in  the  American  birth  rate. 
In  1933  the  birth  rate  in  America  was  16*4  per 
1,000  population.  For  the  last  ten  years  the 
birth  rate  has  continued  to  decline.  The  death 
rate  in  1933  was  1 1 per  1,000  population,  which 
is  practically  as  low  as  it  will  ever  get.  Popu- 
lation experts  are  of  the  opinion  that  the  next 
few  years  will  see  a death  rate  of  about  14,  and 
if  the  birth  rate  continues  to  drop  the  time  is 
not  far  off  when  our  population  will  become 
stationary,  or  show  a decrease.  This  has 
already  happened  in  France  and  several 
European  countries.  The  London  1933  birth 
rate  was  13,  and  the  death  rate  12.  And 
any  social  group  that  plays  a part  in  the 
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lowering  of  the  birth  rate  must  be  considered 
dangerous. 

1 he  example  of  the  pimp  and  his  partner  is 
bad.  Fortunately  for  the  world  the  average 
pimp  and  prostitute  are  sterile.  I once  asked 
a country  doctor,  A.  H.  Wight,  of  New  Hamp- 
ton, Iowa,  why  it  is  that  prostitutes  do  not  have 
children.  His  answer  was  as  wise  as  it  was 
witty,  “The  path  that  is  often  trod  grows  no 
grass.  The  problem  of  sterility  in  prostitutes 
has  provoked  a large  literature,  and  given  rise 
to  many  theories.  The  most  popular  explana- 
tion for  the  prostitutes  not  having  children  is 
that  the  excessive  use  of  her  sex  organs  pro- 
duces a secretion  or  antibody  that  destroys  her 
own  ovum  and  the  man’s  spermatozoa.  This 
may  be  true.  But  other  factors  must  be  taken 
into  account,  since  the  measures  the  prostitute 
employs  to  protect  herself  from  venereal 
diseases  often  serve  to  prevent  pregnancy. 

Many  of  the  younger  prostitutes  do  become 
pregnant,  but  it  is  always  within  the  first  few 
months  after  they  have  entered  the  profession. 
Two-thirds  of  such  girls  that  I have  talked  to 
admitted  that  they  had  been  pregnant  in  the 
early  days  of  their  careers  as  hustlers.  But  an 
impregnated  ovum  does  not  mean  a baby  born. 
The  pimp  coaxes  and  demands  that  his  im- 
pregnated sweetheart  do  something  to  ter- 
minate pregnancy. 

In  *933  ^ere  were  2,064,944  live  births 
rcpoited  in  the  United  States  birth  registration 
area.  Few  of  these  were  amongst  the  pimps’ 
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women.  Just  how  many  abortions  were  per- 
formed that  year  no  one  can  say  with  any 
degree  of  accuracy.  Pimps  always  encourage 
their  own  and  other  women  not  to  have 
children.  And  the  prostitutes  agree  with  them. 

I think  this  is  an  encouraging  and  significant 
fact,  that  people  who  live  a miserable,  vicious 
life  are  unwilling  to  reproduce  children  who 
might  live  the  same  kind  of  life  they  do. 

Just  as  soon  as  a pimp’s  woman  misses  a 
period  or  there  is  other  evidence  of  pregnancy, 
he  takes  her  to  an  abortionist  and  has  the 
embryo  taken  away  from  her.  This  is  a com- 
mon experience  in  the  lives  of  pimps.  Although 
a pimp  may  have  only  one  woman  who  is 
hustling  for  him,  he  is  apt  to  be  monkeying 
around  with  some  other  young  woman,  and 
his  girl  may  get  into  a “fix”  not  through  him, 
but  through  some  other  man. 

It  is  hard  to  conceive  of  the  tremendous 
amount  of  promiscuous  sex  that  loose,  immoral 
women  indulge  in.  Around  the  hotel  or  joint 
the  pimp  is  the  authority  on  abortions,  and  any- 
one in  trouble  can  go  to  him  and  get  help. 
When  the  pimp’s  girl  or  some  other  lovely  and 
loose  lady  friend  of  his  gets  “caught,”  it  is  he 
who  takes  her  to  an  abortionist. 

We  have  estimated  that  there  are  25,000 
pimps  in  Chicago.  Supposing  there  are  only 
half  that  number,  and  each  pimp  aids  and  abets 
only  one  abortion  a year.  This  would  decrease 
our  population  by  12,500,  and  there  were  only 
about  60,000  babies  born  in  Chicago  last  year! 
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The  tragedy  of  interrupting  pregnancy  is  not 
only  that  you  prevent  a child  from  being  born, 
but  that  you  do  something  else  to  the  prostitute, 
the  immoral  woman.  For  the  average  clean, 
decent  woman,  married  or  otherwise,  an  abor- 
tion is  no  more  dangerous  and  probably  less  so 
than  giving  birth  to  a normal  child.  But  for  a 
woman  who  lives  a promiscuous  sex  life,  or 
who  has  gonorrhoea,  an  abortion  is  very  serious. 
It  often  causes  not  only  sterility,  but  also  other 
conditions  necessitating  further  operative  inter- 
ference. 

Another  factor  in  making  abortions  so  serious 
for  immoral  women  is  the  fact  that  they  do  not 
allow  themselves  sufficient  time  to  get  perfectly 
well  before  they  resume  their  sexual  activity. 
An  abortion  takes  time.  A woman  ought  to 
have  a rest  in  bed  for  a week,  and  complete 
sexual  abstinence  for  a month.  But  few  pimps 
will  permit  this.  They  are  a hungry  bunch 
and  cannot  understand  the  need  of  their 
women  to  lie  around  and  stop  working  just 
because  they  have  had  a simple  “miss.”  And 
many  pimps  insist  that  their  girls  go  back  to 
work  a few  days  after  their  operations. 

Many  amateur  hustlers  have  syphilis,  and 
when  they  become  pregnant  they  have  a 
spontaneous  abortion.  Nature  seems  kind  to 
the  human  race,  and  hesitates  to  permit 
syphilitic  offspring  to  be  born.  Stillbirths  are 
very  common  among  coloured  immoral  girls 
and  young  prostitutes. 

There  are  some  prostitutes  with  children.  I 
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have  seen  many  with  three,  four,  five  and  even 
six  of  them,  but  these  children  were  almost 
always  born  before  the  woman  entered  the 
profession,  seldom  after. 

All  kinds  of  stories  are  told  about  prostitutes 
reforming,  settling  down,  getting  married,  and 
having  a child  or  children.  This  actually 
occurs,  but  in  rare  instances.  If  a woman  has 
hustled  for  but  a short  time,  had  no  operation 
on  her  reproductive  organs,  nor  an  involved 
case  of  gonorrhoea,  she  may  when  she  leaves  the 
multitude  and  devotes  herself  exclusively  to 
one  man,  have  a child.  But  usually  when  a 
woman  enters  the  field  to  become  a wholesaler 
she  must  kiss  good-bye  to  the  possibility  of 
children,  and  posterity  will  never  rise  up  and 
call  her  blessed  for  having  replenished  the 
earth.  The  part  the  pimp  plays  in  women’s 
curtailing  their  contribution  to  future  genera- 
tions is  large. 

Now  as  to  the  pimp  as  a father.  Looking 
over  my  records  I find  that  about  30  per  cent, 
of  the  pimps  are  fathers.  Very  few  of  their 
hustling  girls  are  the  mothers  of  their  children. 
Usually  the  men  were  married  and  had 
children  before  they  got  into  the  racket.  Some 
“knocked  a girl  up”  and  forgot  all  about  it. 
Others  got  women  in  the  family  way  and  stood 
by  and  did  their  duty  like  men.  I know  a 
number  of  pimps  who  are  generously  support- 
ing their  children,  but  they  are  exceptions. 
The  pimp  needs  all  of  his  money  for  gambling, 
booze  and  other  pleasure. 
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The  other  day  my  wife,  son  and  I went  to 
dine  with  Jack  and  Dorothy.  They  have  a 
comfortable  apartment  in  a hotel,  and  a 
beautiful  little  eight-year-old  girl.  A stranger 
dropping  in  would  have  found  Jack  and 
Dorothy  and  Rosemary,  the  child,  living  a 
quiet,  decent  life.  At  the  hotel  no  one  dreamed 
what  their  business  was.  Dorothy  is  working 
in  a house  from  ten  to  six  every  day,  a maid 
takes  care  of  the  child,  and  Jack  runs  two 
houses  and  collects  money  from  four  of  his  own 
women. 

Babe  has  four  children,  fine  rosy,  healthy, 
playful  darlings,  all  under  ten.  The  children 
were  all  born  before  she  started  hustling.  She 
works  in  a $2  joint.  Her  man,  Frank,  is 
apparently  a splendid  fellow.  He  stays  at  home 
and  cooks,  and  takes  the  best  possible  care  of 
the  children.  There  is  no  vulgarity  or  misery 
in  their  home. 

Freddie  is  a thin,  nervous,  playful  “hooker,” 
and  has  a pimp,  Archie,  who  looks  enough  like 
her  to  be  her  brother.  Before  she  entered  the 
racket  she  had  a husband  and  three  children, 
and  she  tells  everybody,  “I  had  to  hustle  to 
take  care  of  my  kids.  I couldn’t  make  a living 
in  a factory  or  store  and  I wouldn’t  let  my 
children  starve  to  death.”  She  has  been 
pinched  a good  many  times  for  hustling  and 
boosting  and  always  she  springs  “my  three 
children.”  She  isn’t  very  good  as  a money 
maker,  but  sometimes  makes  from  $40  to  “six 
bits  ” a week.  Those  poor  darling  children 
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are  being  supported  by  their  father  and  her 
relations.  Archie,  the  pimp,  spends  the  money 
making  a flash,  and  for  all  either  of  them  cares 
the  kids  could  starve  to  death. 

Lillian  has  four  children.  Billy,  her  man,  is 
a fourth-rate  taxi-driver  pimp.  Billy  goes  out 
and  gets  “tricks,”  and  she  takes  care  of  them  in 
the  home  where  her  children  are.  Sammy,  the 
oldest  boy,  was  in  the  Juvenile  Court  at  twelve, 
and  Frances,  the  fifteen-year-old  daughter,  has 
already  begun  to  help  out  mother. 

Norma  has  three  children  she  is  always 
boasting  about.  She  never  mentions  the  fact 
that  they  are  in  an  orphan  asylum.  She  makes 
around  $100  a week,  and  each  fortnight  goes 
shopping  at  the  five-and-ten-cent  store  for  her 
children,  while  Arty,  her  man,  is  riding  around 
in  a Cadillac  that  she  and  her  sisters-in-law 

paid  for. 

Vice,  like  crime,  does  something  to  the  souls 
of  men  and  women.  It  dehumanizes  them,  and 
makes  them  dislike  and  neglect  children. 

Pimps  are  not  only  unwilling  to  be  fathers, 
but  often  are  unable.  Sterility  among  pimps 
is  quite  common.  This  is  due  to  the  fact  that 
many  of  them  have  had  gonorrhoea  w ith  com- 
plications, which  may  destroy  reproductive 
power.  We  pointed  out  that  many  of  them 
have  had  syphilis,  tuberculosis,  heart  or  kidney 
disease,  and  that  they  also  smoke  and  dissipate 
generally.  Apparently  nature  is  paiticular 
whom  she  permits  to  populate  the  earth.  Also 
many  pimps  live  a chaste  life.  It  may  sound 
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funny,  but  it  is  true.  And  many  who  live  a sex 
life  do  everything  but  the  normal.  In  addition, 
birth-control  methods  are  well  known  and  quite 
popular  with  all  the  racketeers. 

It  is  interesting  to  speculate  what  becomes  of 
the  children  of  the  pimp  and  his  lady.  “God 
moves  in  a mysterious  way,”  and  there  is  a 
tendency  for  their  children  to  enter  the  racket. 
I shall  never  forget  the  day  I went  down  to  the 
Federal  Court  to  help  defend  Eddie,  who  had 
been  arrested  on  the  charge  of  robbing  mail 
boxes.  He  wept  in  the  judge’s  chamber  and 
said,  “Your  honour,  please  give  me  another 
chance.  I never  had  a break.  My  mother  was 
a bad  woman.”  Sometimes  the  children  do 
turn  out  well,  as  in  Violet’s  case.  Her  mother 
was  a well-known  hustler  with  a pimp.  But 
Violet  went  straight,  and  married  a splendid 
young  man.  I was  at  the  christening  of  their 
baby,  and  they  gave  every  evidence  of  both 
being  decent  members  of  society. 

We  must  add  a word  about  pimps  and  ille- 
gitimate children.  The  story  of  the  four  sisters 
is  classic. 

Edna’s  parents  were  German  and  Italian. 
There  were  six  children  in  the  family.  They 
lived  in  the  Ghetto.  Edna  got  to  running 
around  when  she  was  fifteen  years  old.  When 
she  was  about  to  become  a mother  her  old  man 
kicked  her  out.  A pimp  got  hold  of  her,  helped 
her,  and  sent  her  baby  to  an  orphan  asylum. 
Edna,  who  was  a natural-born  mother,  wanted 
her  baby  very  much,  but  the  pimp  insisted  that 
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she  give  the  child  away.  Edna  did  a “sixer”  in 
the  House  of  Correction.  The  charges  were  run- 
ning a disorderly  house  and  harbouring  minors. 
The  pimp  was  responsible,  but  got  off  scot-free. 

Peggy  was  Edna’s  sister,  eighteen  months  her 
junior.  She  “got  caught,”  and  came  to  me  for 
an  abortion.  I urged  her  to  have  the  baby, 
which  she  did.  We  had  a very  lively  time  at  the 
christening.  Edna  took  care  of  Peggy’s  baby 
with  the  consent  of  her  pimp.  Ted,  a waiter, 
“made”  Peggy,  broke  her  into  the  hustling 
game.  Ted  took  every  nickel  that  Peggy 
earned  and  never  permitted  her  to  spend  a 
cent  on  her  baby. 

Laura  was  the  oldest  sister.  She  was  legiti- 
mately married,  her  husband  was  a mechanic, 
and  they  had  three  children.  The  girls  used  to 
visit  each  other,  and  soon  Laura  found  an 
excuse  to  leave  her  husband  and  become  a 
“field  worker.”  She  got  to  hustling  in  a joint 
out  in  the  country,  and  made  good  money.  At 
first  she  spent  a little  of  it  on  her  baby,  but 
when  Will,  her  pimp,  needed  the  money  for  his 
car  and  silk  shirts  the  baby  was  neglected. 

There  was  a fourth  sister,  named  Nellie.  She 
was  a beautiful  flower  at  sixteen,  but  true  to 
her  family  traditions  she  became  pregnant. 
She  had  a smart  boy  friend,  and  he  urged  her 
to  have  an  abortion,  which  she  did. 

There  was  another  sister,  twelve  years  old, 
at  home,  and  I was  worried  about  her.  I asked 
the  girls  if  they  wouldn’t  permit  me  to  go  over 
to  the  house  and  talk  to  the  parents.  They 
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made  an  appointment  for  me,  and  my  wife  and 
I drove  over  to  their  home,  a very  pleasant 
apartment  near  the  park. 

They  received  me  coldly  and  I came  right 
to  the  point.  I said,  “Now,  Mr.  Blank,  you 
have  had  four  children  who  have  gone  wrong, 
and  you  have  two  younger  children.  I want 
to  see  if  something  can’t  be  done  to  save  those 
two  children.”  I was  blunt  and  not  tactful.  I 
said  to  the  parents,  “Will  you  please  tell  me 
what  is  wrong  with  you  folks,  that  four  of  your 
children  should  have  turned  out  wrong?” 

The  father,  who  was  a barber,  snapped  back 
at  me,  “There  is  nothing  wrong  with  us.  I am 
a hard-working,  God-fearing,  decent  man. 
I’ve  worked  hard  all  my  life,  and  tried  to 
support  my  family.  My  wife  is  a decent  woman 
She  keeps  the  house  clean  and  does  everything 
she  can  to  bring  up  our  girls  in  the  right  way. 
We  are  all  right,  it  is  our  children  that  are  bad. 
You  tell  me  that  I should  let  my  children  go 
out  and  meet  nice  people,  and  let  them  have 
boy  friends  at  home.  And  when  my  girls  went 
out  to  a dance  what  time  do  you  think  they 
came  home?  Five  o’clock  in  the  morning. 
And  do  you  think  my  girls  were  satisfied  with 
having  one  boy  friend  a week?  No,  they 
wanted  a different  boy  over  to  the  house  every 
night,  and  what  did  they  do?  They  took  my 
wine  and  gave  it  to  their  bum  friends.” 

We  had  nothing  to  say,  and  left,  sadder,  but 
perhaps  wiser.  The  one  boy  in  the  family  has 
developed  into  a third-class  gangster. 


CHAPTER  VIII 


The  Pimp  and  the  Police;  Protecting  His  “ Meal 
Ticket'''  from  Arrest;  Getting  Her  Out  of 
Jail;  Justifying  His  Existence 

We  now  come  to  the  most  dangerous  and 
sinister  aspect  of  the  pimp  problem.  All 
thinking  men  have  learned  that  Prohibition 
did  not  prevent  men  from  drinking  or  from 
doing  the  terrible  things  that  alcohol-inflamed 
minds  do.  Nor  did  the  Volstead  Act  make 
America  safe  for  democracy  and  better  econo- 
mic conditions. 

Real  students  of  vice  and  crime  will  agree 
that  the  attempt  to  enforce  Prohibition  did 
much  to  undermine  respect  for  law  and  order, 
increase  the  power  and  importance  of  crooks, 
and  give  bootlegging  a place  among  the  major 
profitable  industries. 

If  this  is  true  with  booze,  what  shall  we  expect 
as  to  vice,  where  a natural  biological  urge  is 
involved,  and  we  deal  largely  with  primitive 
instincts  and  the  emotions  of  love,  hate,  pity 
and  revenge? 

“The  Yellow  Kid,”  most  charming  of 
racketeers,  said,  “All  men  are  crooks  in  their 
hearts.”  I don’t  think  that  is  quite  correct, 
but  when  we  saw  doctors  and  druggists  tending 
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bar,  and  bartenders  dispensing  wood  alcohol; 
and  when  we  found  lovely  housewives,  with 
their  children  gathering  around  them,  be- 
coming efficient  braumeisters;  when  we  saw 
rich  and  important  business  men  financing 
liquor  deals;  when  we  saw  our  best  friends 
buying  and  selling  it;  and  when  we  read  about 
law-enforcement  officers  taking  bribes,  we 
wonder  if  “The  Kid”  was  altogether  wrong. 

These  are  some  of  the  factors  that  led 
Americans  to  kick  over  the  traces  and  repeal 
Prohibition  in  1933.  Unfortunately,  many 
prohibition-inspired  vices  and  habits  are  still 
with  us,  often  in  a more  dangerous  and  vicious 
form. 

When  we  come  to  a close  inspection  of  pimps 
and  police  we  find  things  even  worse.  We  want 
to  emphasize  again  that  the  pimp’s  business  is 
a low,  vicious,  criminal,  demoralizing  enter- 
prise; although  the  barter  of  sex  rests  upon  the 
biological  urge,  love,  devotion  and  sacrifice,  it 
appears  that  every  thing  and  every  individual 
that  commercialized  sex  touches  it  defiles. 

The  laity,  when  they  attempt  to  visualize  a 
sporting-house,  think  of  a beautiful,  well- 
furnished  house  with  bright  lights,  music  and 
servants.  Well,  some  of  the  houses  are  like 
that.  Those  who  have  lived  in  towns  where 
there  are  wide-open  districts  know  that  there 
are  entire  streets  given  over  to  the  business,  and 
the  girls  work  in  little  houses,  or  cribs,  or  stalls. 
In  Spokane  I saw  one  large  four-story  brick 
building  with  a hundred  girls,  each  working  in 
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a room  of  her  own.  There  were  large  open 
windows  where  the  girls  sat  enticing  their 
customers.  In  Butte  I saw  fifty  houses  in  one 
block  wrhere  the  girls  carried  on.  On  the  old 
Barbary  Coast  in  San  Francisco  there  were 
blocks  of  dance-halls  where  the  girls  solicited 
business  at  the  bar,  and  then  took  their  men 
upstairs  or  to  rooms.  In  Monkeyface’s  dollar 
house  in  Chicago,  in  the  heart  of  the  Ghetto,  I 
saw  twelve  cots  distributed  in  four  rooms. 
Eight  girls  took  care  of  500  men  a day.  In  a 
fashionable  joint,  also  in  Chicago,  you  ring  the 
bell  of  a mansion,  and  a servant  in  livery  meets 
you.  You  are  introduced  to  the  hostess,  and 
she  in  turn  presents  you  to  a group  ol  women 
in  evening  dress  and  negligee.  There  are 
places  where  you  cannot  get  in  unless  you  are  in 
evening  clothes,  but  this  is  by  no  means  the  rule. 

When  we  come  to  the  question  of  how  much 
the  pimps  pay  for  police  protection,  you  have 
to  remember  where  they  work  and,  second,  the 
kind  of  a town  they  are  in.  In  a great  metro- 
politan city,  where  there  are  over  5,000  police- 
men, they  might  have  to  deal  with  the  Com- 
missioner of  Police  and  his  office,  with  the  vice 
squad  from  the  chief’s  office,  the  captains, 
lieutenants  and  desk  sergeants  of  the  local 
stations,  the  vice  squads  of  the  local  stations, 
two  or  three  flivver  squads  from  the  chief’s 
office  and  local  stations.  Also  there  would  be 
a sergeant  and  three  uniformed  policemen  on 
each  beat,  and  several  plain-clothes  men  who 
are  travelling  each  district. 
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The  terse  direction  not  to  let  the  left  hand 
know  what  the  right  one  doeth  applies  most 
particularly  in  the  world  of  graft.  The  way  to 
play  safe  and  keep  out  of  jail  is  not  to  talk  too 
much  or  let  too  many  people  know  your  busi- 
ness, and  few  police  officers  know  whether  their 
colleagues  are  crooked  and  “grabbing  off,”  or 
not.  Few  police  captains  have  any  knowledge 
as  to  whether  the  chief  has  got  out  his  “mitt” 
or  not.  Even  if  the  Commissioner  tells  a 
captain  to  “lay  off”  a group  of  joints,  the 
captain  couldn’t  be  sure  whether  his  chief  was 
doing  this  in  gratitude  for  the  vice-lords’ 
influence  in  getting  him  the  job,  or  whether  he 
was  getting  a “grand”  a week.  The  patrolmen 
on  the  beat  may  be  warned  to  keep  away  from 
a certain  house,  and  they  will  be  busy  specu- 
lating as  to  whether  the  lieutenant  is  “sweet 
on”  the  housekeeper,  obliging  the  committee- 
man who  was  responsible  for  his  transfer  to  his 
present  station,  or  is  getting  $100  a week. 

You  can  readily  understand,  that  in  a small 
village  where  there  are  only  a chief  and  seven 
policemen  that  buying  protection  would  be 
quite  simple.  All  you  would  have  to  do  would 
be  to  “fix”  the  chief.  The  same  thing  is  true 
in  a roadhouse.  This  kind  of  place  might  have 
forty  girls  doing  a big  business,  and  would  only 
have  to  take  care  of  the  sheriff  and  a very  few 
others. 

A large  sporting-house  in  the  city  would  be 
known  to  the  entire  police  department,  but  a 
call  flat  or  an  obscure  joint  might  be  known 
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only  to  the  squad  and  one  or  two  others.  A 
girl  working  on  the  street  might  have  perfect 
protection  by  just  taking  care  of  one  man  on 
the  beat. 

Several  other  things  must  be  taken  into  con- 
sideration when  we  try  to  solve  the  question  as 
to  how  much  money  the  pimp  pays  for  pro- 
tection. If  times  are  prosperous,  he  and  the 
joint  where  the  girl  works  can  afford  to  pay  a 
good  deal  of  money.  It  is  usually  figured  out 
at  10  per  cent,  of  the  net  income.  If  a girl  were 
earning  $40  a day,  the  pimp  would  have  no 
objections  to  her  bringing  home  $36,  but  if  she 
were  making  only  $7  a day,  he  would  “beef 
his  head  off”  if  she  kept  one  of  the  dollars  for 
protection.  Since  1930  the  police  have  not 
been  getting  much  money  from  the  prostitutes 
because  comparatively  few  joints  have  been 
running,  and  the  girls  hardly  make  expenses. 
Nevertheless,  practically  all  girls  who  work  in 
joints  must  “kick  in”  whether  their  men  like  it 
or  not.  In  America  it  is  practically  impossible 
for  a prostitute  to  do  any  considerable  volume 
of  business  without  purchasing  police  pro- 
tection. 

Much  depends  on  whether  the  pimp  is  black 
or  white.  If  a black  pimp  has  two  or  three 
coloured  girls  working  down  in  the  negro  belt, 
a very  small  part  of  his  income  goes  for  police 
protection.  The  fee  for  pleasure  is  $1,  and  not 
infrequently  50  cents  or  a quarter,  and  many 
a coloured  “hustler”  puts  in  a ten-hour  day 
and  earns  less  than  $5.00.  The  change  in  the 
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distribution  of  prostitutes  as  regards  colour  is 
most  striking.  Coloured  whores  always  have 
coloured  pimps.  The  exceptions  are  so  few 
that  they  are  not  worth  recording. 

As  to  the  collector,  sometimes  the  pimp  or  the 
hustler  pays  the  money  direct  to  the  police. 
This  is  usually  the  case  when  the  girls  are 
working  in  flats  of  their  own,  or  on  the  street 
where  they  deal  directly  with  the  local  police. 
The  police  hesitate  to  take  money  direct  from 
pimps  or  hustlers,  because  they  don’t  trust 
them,  and  they  don’t  like  to  place  themselves 
in  a position  where  one  has  anything  on  them. 
The  collector  is  usually  a middleman,  who  is 
known  as  a fixer.  In  the  case  of  a large  joint 
where  there  are  a dozen  girls  working,  or  a 
syndicate  joint,  the  vice-lord  deals  directly 
with  downtown.  But  even  the  chief’s  office 
hesitates  to  take  money  directly  from  "a  vice 
racketeer. 

The  fixer  may  be  any  one  of  a number  of 
types.  He  may  be  the  ward  committeeman, 
the  precinct  committeeman,  the  alderman,  the 
state  senator,  a bailiff,  an  assistant  state’s 
attorney,  a popular  saloon-keeper,  or  a trust- 
worthy joint-keeper.  Or  he  may  be  a sergeant 
who  is  the  confidant  of  the  chief,  or  the  captain 
or  lieutenant.  The  police  do  not  get  all  of  the 
money  collected  for  them.  A joint  may  assess 
the  girls  io  per  cent,  for  protection.  The  total 
for  the  week,  let  us  say,  will  be  $100,  and  the 
joint-keeper  or  the  fixer  will  give  only  $50  to 
the  police.  More  often  some  pimp  or  supposed 
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fixer  will  collect  money  from  a joint,  saying  he 
is  going  to  give  it  to  the  police,  and  pocket 
every  cent  of  it.  The  fixer  gets  more  money 
than  the  police.  All  these  racketeers  are  bully- 
ing, bragging  double-crossers.  If  a sporting- 
house  or  hustling  girl  tells  the  truth  when  she 
says,  “I  gave  $200  a month  to  the  police  for 
protection,”  she  may  also  be  lying,  for  she  may 
have  given  it  to  the  fixer  for  police  protection, 
and  the  police  may  have  got  only  a half,  or 
maybe  none  of  the  money. 

Let  us  take  Irene’s  house,  that  ran  on  the 
North  Side  of  Chicago  for  years.  I was  the 
physician  of  this  “joy-shop”  and  know  the 
details.  Irene  employed  twelve  girls,  five  on 
the  day  shift  and  seven  at  night.  On  Saturdays 
and  Sundays  the  night  shift  was  increased  to 
nine  or  ten.  Business  was  good,  and  the  house 
took  in  $4,900  a week.  The  girls  got  half  of 
that  less  10  per  cent,  that  was  paid  for  pro- 
tection. Although  business  was  good,  the  town 
was  “hot,”  and  “pinches”  were  frequent.  The 
managers  of  the  house  had  the  confidence  of 
the  “bulls,”  and  told  me  they  paid  out  the 
following  sums:  “The  top”  (the  chief’s  office), 
got  $200  a week.  The  two  men  from  the  chief’s 
office,  on  the  vice  squad,  each  got  $50  a week. 
The  three  lieutenants  at  the  local  police  station 
got  $50.  The  six  men  on  the  beat  each  got  $10. 
The  flivver  squad  got  $50  a week  to  be  split 
among  them.  The  desk  sergeants,  three  of 
them,  got  each  $25. 

An  occasional  bull  would  refuse  to  touch  the 
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filthy  money,  but  then  some  squad  from 
another  district  would  sometimes  drop  in  and 
have  their  hands  smeared.  If  the  above  state- 
ments are  correct,  the  girls’  io  per  cent,  did 
not  pay  half  of  the  cost  of  the  alleged  police 
protection,  but  any  joint  that  is  clearing  $2,500 
a week  would  be  tickled  pink  to  get  by  with 
$700  protection  expense. 

Katherine  had  a joint  on  the  West  Side.  She 
had  two  girls  a day,  and  three  at  night.  They 
usually  closed  up  about  eleven  o’clock.  When 
business  was  good  her  income  was  about 
$1,200  a week.  She  said  she  was  getting  by 
for  $100  a week,  until  “the  top”  got  wind  of 
her  joint,  and  her  expenses  were  increased  to 
$300. 

I took  care  of  seven  houses  in  one  block  on 

North Street.  Each  of  the  houses  worked 

three  girls,  one  a day  and  two  a night.  They 
took  in  about  $700  a week  from  each  house. 
The  fixer  collected  $25  a day  from  each  joint. 
An  occasional  bull  would  drop  in  and  get  a 
sawbuck. 

Jack  Z.  is  dead,  but  if  he  were  alive  he  could 
not  deny  the  following  figures:  He  had  five 
joints  of  his  own,  and  an  “in”  on  twelve  other 
joints  in  the  neighbourhood.  Everybody  in 
the  neighbourhood  had  to  deal  through  him, 
for  he  was  the  vice-lord  and  the  fixer.  The 
other  joints,  mostly  third-class  hotels  along 

West Street,  employed  from  three  to  ten 

girls.  Each  of  these  other  joints  was  supposed 
to  give  Jack  $400  a week  for  protection,  and 
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then  give  him  50  per  cent,  of  the  net  receipts. 
In  all  of  the  following  figures  remember  that 
the  girls  get  half  the  income  less  10  per  cent, 
for  maintaining  law  and  order. 

These  houses  were  taking  in  from  $2,000  to 
$5,000  a week.  How  much  of  the  $400  the 
joints  paid  each  week  to  Jack  for  protection, 
and  what  part  of  his  split  went  to  the  police,  it 
is  difficult  to  say.  The  twelve  joints  gave  him 
$4,800  a week,  and  his  own  five  joints  were 
probably  charged  up  with  a similar  sum.  Six 
thousand,  eight  hundred  a week  is  not  a large 
sum  to  split  with  the  front  office  and  the 
district,  where  there  are  two  hundred  bulls 
with  outstretched  hands. 

I once  asked  Jack  how  it  felt  to  buy  fur  coats 
for  the  mistresses  of  police  officers.  He  smiled, 
and  said,  “Well,  what  are  you  going  to  do  about 
it?”  Jack  had  the  reputation  of  being  kind  to 
policemen,  and  every  time  a police  officer  in 
his  district  or  even  in  another  district  was  broke 
and  in  trouble,  or  needed  an  automobile  tyre, 
he  would  shake  hands  with  Jack. 

There  is  another  interesting  phase  of  this 
pimp-police  situation.  In  the  underworld  it  is 
called  to  “muscle  in,”  but  it  doesn’t  mean 
exactly  what  one  would  think — to  use  the  strong 
arm.  I was  house  doctor  to  one  of  the  largest 
joints  on  the  South  Side.  It  did  a thriving 
business  with  ten  girls  a day  and  fifteen  at 
night.  They  specialized  in  “line  loads”  (taxi- 
cab customers) . I have  seen  at  one  time  twenty 
taxicab  drivers  sitting  around  in  the  parlour 
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waiting  for  the  customers  to  get  through  so  they 
would  get  their  end,  $2  out  of  $5.  This  big, 
prosperous  love  nest  paid  comparatively  little 
for  police  protection.  It  simply  muscled  and 
bluffed  its  way  through.  When  the  local  bulls 
came  around  to  collect  they  were  asked,  “What 
is  all  this  glad  news  about?  Don’t  you  know 
the  front  office  is  looking  after  us?”  And  the 
local  police  didn’t  know.  They  suspected  it 
might  be  true.  And  when  the  squad  from 
downtown  came  around  with  outstretched 
hands  they  were  greeted  by,  “Didn’t  the  big 
boss  give  you  your  end?  Why  don’t  you  ask 
him  for  it?”  Of  course  the  squad  wouldn’t 
think  of  doing  such  a thing.  And  so,  by 
bluffing  and  manoeuvring  and  intrigue,  the 
owners  of  the  love  nest  had  tens  of  thousands  of 
dollars  to  lose  on  the  ponies. 

The  police  often  give  pimps  and  sporting- 
houses  protection  when  it  is  not  to  their 
economic  advantage.  An  alderman  or  a 
committeeman  may  be  friendly  to  a police 
officer,  or  he  may  have  been  responsible 
for  his  promotion  or  transfer,  and  out  of  loyalty 
to  friends  the  cop  will  take  the  politician’s  sug- 
gestion and  leave  a joint  alone.  After  all,  the 
police  argue,  hustling  is  not  such  a crime.  And 
if  the  girls  are  not  too  brazen  and  are  quiet 
about  it,  let  them  hustle.  They  are  not  doing 
anyone  any  harm,  and  they  hope  that  the  girls 
give  their  money’s  worth.  And  then,  some  of 
these  hustlers  are  lovely  women,  and  are  willing 
to  do  a policeman  a favour  without  money. 
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He  feels  a happy  hour  with  a grateful  prostitute 
isn’t  a thing  to  be  despised. 

Let  us  see  the  pimp’s  business  from  another 
side.  The  city  attorney  is  responsible  for 
working  up  a case  and  prosecuting  the  prosti- 
tute, her  customer,  or  the  pimp,  if  the  police 
catch  any  of  them.  Take  an  instance  where  a 
well-known  prostitute  accosts  an  unwilling, 
law-abiding  citizen  on  the  street,  offering  him 
the  pleasure  of  her  company  at  a price.  The 
officer  making  the  arrest  cannot  be  expected 
to  bring  the  man  into  court,  inasmuch  as  he  is 
an  unsuspecting,  innocent  victim  of  the  prosti- 
tute’s attempted  wiles.  Upon  the  woman’s 
appearance  in  court  the  officer’s  only  testimony 
is  that  of  the  man  who  told  him  the  girl  offered 
to  go  to  bed  for  a certain  price.  The  defence 
attorney  immediately  objects  to  any  such 
evidence  on  the  ground  that  he  is  not  given  the 
opportunity  to  cross-examine  the  man.  The 
officer’s  testimony  in  such  a case  being  in- 
admissible, the  girl  is  necessarily  discharged. 
This  failure  of  the  officers  to  bring  the  intended 
victims  in  is  a great  deterrent  to  the  successful 
prosecution  of  these  cases.  The  following  is  an 
excellent  example: 

THE  CASE  OF  BUSTER 

Buster  A.,  a coloured  man,  forty-eight  years 
old,  was  incarcerated  for  a year  in  the  County 
Jail  on  conviction  of  pandering.  Buster  was 
known  under  the  name  of  Charles  R.  He  was 
a light-brown-skinned  Negro,  about  5 feet 
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2 inches  tall,  well-built,  well-dressed,  and 
exceedingly  good-looking.  He  was  supposed 
to  have  been  married  to  a white  girl,  Estelle, 
who  had  a record  of  fifty  arrests  for  prostitution. 
Buster  was  known  to  have  had  six  white  girls 
working  for  him  throughout  the  city.  All  of 
them  had  records  on  the  police  blotter  as 
prostitutes,  and  were  known  to  court  attaches 
as  the  most  frequent  visitors  and  best  money- 
makers of  any  in  the  business. 

Buster,  through  the  legal  manoeuvring  of  his 
attorneys,  managed  to  stay  out  of  jail  until 
1933.  Until  that  time,  through  legal  loop- 
holes, technicalities  and,  of  course,  bills  of 
exceptions  and  writs  of  error,  he  managed  to 
keep  immune. 

In  January,  1933,  Buster,  through  a white 
woman,  Stella,  about  fifty  years  of  age,  who 
evidently  had  been  his  scout  for  bringing  to 
him  potential  prostitutes,  had  a white  girl, 
Ruth,  beautiful,  and  twenty-six,  brought  into 
his  lair. 

Ruth  went  to  Chicago  from  a small  town  in 
Indiana,  seeking  work.  She  obtained  employ- 
ment as  a waitress  in  a South  Side  restaurant, 
where  Stella  first  met  her  and  where  she  fell  for 
Stella's  line  of  talk.  Stella  promised  her  a 
position  as  housekeeper  in  an  old-established 
home  on  the  South  Side.  Ruth  went  with 

Stella  to  a house  in Avenue.  There  Stella 

introduced  her  to  Buster.  Buster  and  Stella 
told  her  in  emphatic  words  that  she  was  in  a 
house  of  prostitution,  that  she  would  have  to 
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entertain  men,  and  that,  of  course,  they  would 
treat  her  kindly  if  she  did.  If  she  dared  to 
leave  they  threatened  drastic  measures. 

While  this  was  going  on  a vice  squad  was 
touring  the  neighbourhood  and  decided  to  pay 
their  respects  to  this  particular  flat  which  they 
knew  was  a house  of  ill-fame.  When  they 
broke  in  they  found  Ruth  in  bed,  having  had 
relations  with  eight  coloured  men  in  about 
four  hours.  She  was  in  hysterics  and  almost 
crazy  when  rescued  by  the  police.  She  had 
given  Buster  and  Stella  the  money  she  received 
from  the  men.  Buster  was  arrested  and  charged 
with  pandering  on  a complaint  signed  by  her, 
at  the  insistence  of  the  prosecuting  attorney, 
who  saw  an  opportunity  after  years  of  im- 
munity to  place  a vulture  behind  bars. 

Buster  was  arraigned  and  pleaded  not  guilty. 
His  bonds  were  made  as  high  as  possible.  His 
case  was  continued  for  a week  pending  pre- 
paration of  the  evidence.  The  authorities 
realized  the  resourcefulness  of  Buster  and  his 
many  connections,  sinister  and  otherwise. 
Ruth  was  hidden  away  from  everyone  until 
the  day  of  trial,  so  that  Buster’s  cohorts  could 
not  reach  her  to  induce  her  to  change  her 
testimony. 

As  an  example  of  Buster’s  resourcefulness,  he 
had  on  the  Saturday  night  previous  to  the 
Monday  of  the  trial  a half-dozen  girls,  well- 
known  prostitutes,  commit  flagrant  violations 
of  the  law  so  that  they  might  be  locked  up  in 
the  bull-pen  adjoining  the  court-room  on 
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Monday  morning.  There  they  met  Ruth  and 
attempted  by  every  possible  means  to  induce 
her  to  change  her  testimony  so  that  a conviction 
would  not  be  possible  against  Buster.  But  this 
proved  of  no  avail.  Ruth  was  a good  soldier, 
and  proved  to  be  a sterling  witness.  Unflinch- 
ingly she  told  her  story,  regardless  of  the 
embarrassment  of  giving  testimony  in  a 
crowded  courtroom.  She  was  convinced  that 
her  sacrifice  was  well  worth  while,  to  do  her 
share  in  eliminating  this  notorious  pimp  from 
the  city.  r 

In  many  cases  girls  who  have  been  working 
lor  pimps  find  out  that  the  latter  are  bestowing 
their  love  upon  others  and  immediately  dash 
into  court  begging  for  pandering  warrants 
against  the  faithless  ones.  Of  course  the  courts 
look  with  great  suspicion  upon  hustlers  who 
suddenly  turn  on  their  pimps.  The  pandering 
warrant  is,  of  course,  the  strongest  weapon  a 
hustler  has  for  keeping  her  pimp  in  line.  It  is 
the  only  club  held  over  his  head  that  the  pimp 
really  fears.  But  when  the  warrant  is  finally 
issued  and  a pimp  is  apprehended,  the  woman 
in  ninety-nine  out  of  a hundred  cases  fails  to 
testily,  and  the  pimp  walks  out  of  court  with  a 
smile  of  satisfaction  on  his  face. 

Coloured  pimps  in  the  majority  of  cases  have 
white  girls  hustling  for  them.  One  pimp  in 
particular,  Steve,  is  second  only  to  Buster  for 
his  activities  in  that  line.  He  has  had  one  girl 
in  particular  hustling  for  him  steadily  since 
1924.  He  took  this  girl  away  from  her  white 
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husband  and  three  children.  She  to-day  has 
more  arrests  for  prostitution  to  her  credit  than 
any  other  prostitute  in  Chicago.  Steve  not 
only  made  her  a prostitute  but  also  a drug 
addict  and  a pickpocket.  Steve  and  his  ilk 
never  marry  these  girls,  although  the  latter 
usually  claim  they  are  married  to  their  pimps. 


CHAPTER  IX 


The  Pimp  and  “ Easy  Money" ; The  Prostitute's 
Opinion  of  Her  Pimp 

Leo  is  thirty  years  old,  and  has  been  in  the 
racket  eight  years.  He  is  6 feet  tall,  with  grey 
eyes  and  light  brown  hair,  and  weighs  165  lb. 
He  was  born  in  New  York  State  of  Yankee 
stock.  He  has  a high-school  education,  and 
knows  a bit  about  psycho-analysis.  He  tells 
his  story  thus: 

“I  came  to  Chicago  about  1922,  and  was 
working  as  a sheet-iron  worker.  I was  making 
about  $65  a week.  There  were  girls  and  fellows 
staying  at  the  hotel  where  I was.  We  got 
acquainted  and  played  cards  evenings,  and 
got  to  be  intimate  friends.  Most  of  these  men 
and  women  were  half-way  pimps  and  prosti- 
tutes, and  some  of  them  were  working  at  the 
same  time  also.  I met  a girl  there,  Isabel, 
about  twenty  years  old,  a pretty  little  blonde. 
We  grew  fond  of  each  other.  She  had  just 
started  to  hustle.  However,  we  got  an  apart- 
ment, and  I continued  to  work,  but  one  night  I 
came  home  and  found  her  in  the  arms  of  the 
laundryman.  I gave  her  up,  but  I had  an  idea 
of  what  the  racket  was. 

“ After  that  I got  a letter  from  a friend  in 
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New  York.  He  told  me  of  a woman  there  who 
owned  her  own  joint,  and  asked  me  if  I wanted 
to  come  down  and  be  her  man.  I told  him  I 
was  willing,  and  she  sent  $100  for  me  to  come 
on.  She  tried  me  out  for  a week  and  I made 
good,  and  I became  her  pimp. 

“She  was  a woman  weighing  190  lb.  and 
was  6 feet  tall.  She  was  a violent  type,  and 
loved  to  be  beaten,  and  there  is  where  I made 
good.  Her  former  pimp  had  not  beaten  her 
enough,  in  fact  she  had  had  to  beat  him,  but 
I was  well  qualified,  as  I had  just  come  off 
of  the  building  construction,  which  requires 
brawn.  I stayed  with  her  for  about  a year. 
As  she  was  making  $100  a day  I did  not  need 
another  woman. 

“This  woman  would  try  to  provoke  me  to 
beat  her  in  such  violent  ways  (in  fact  one  day 
she  chased  me  with  an  axe)  that  I could  not 
stand  it  longer  than  a year,  and  went  back  to 
work  at  $10  a day.  However,  I had  been  used 
to  the  big,  easy  money,  and  started  looking 
around  for  another  woman.  While  I was 
working  I met  a married  woman,  who  stepped 
out  considerably  and  played  around.  She  did 
not  like  her  husband,  was  very  unhappy  at 
home.  She  had  no  education,  but  plenty  of 
ego.  She  wanted  the  good  things  of  life,  which 
she  wasn’t  getting  with  her  husband,  and  I told 
her  how  to  get  them. 

“So  we  launched  on  our  career  in  New  York 
State.  She  went  into  a $2  house  to  work,  and 
we  started  to  make  around  $150  a week.  She 
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worked  there  until  I picked  up  another  woman 
and  started  travelling  around  the  state  to  find 
a better  town.  When  I found  the  good  town 
I sent  for  my  old  girl,  and  when  my  regular 
girl  came  on,  the  other  girl  got  mad  and  left. 
In  this  new  town  my  girl  started  to  make 
around  $350  a week.  This  big  money  went  to 
the  girl’s  head,  and  she  has  never  been  as  good 
since.  At  that  time  I never  saved  any  money, 
nor  have  I ever  saved  money  since.  I have 
always  let  this  girl  have  her  own  way,  and  I 
have  mine,  but  the  incentive  for  her  to  make  a 
lot  of  money  isn’t  there.  I am  satisfied  that  it 
is  this  way,  because  just  as  soon  as  a girl  makes 
a lot  of  money  she  demands  a lot  of  attention, 
and  I would  rather  have  more  freedom  in  that 
respect. 

“Since  the  beginning  of  this  career  I have  had 
about  fifteen  extra  women  for  short  periods. 
My  peace  of  mind  is  too  valuable  to  me  to 
‘bull’  these  girls  along  for  any  length  of  time, 
and  so  I am  usually  willing  to  call  it  quits 
when  they  become  unmanageable.  Besides, 
my  regular  girl  objects  strenuously  to  her 
‘sisters-in-law,’  and  it  is  inevitable  that  she 
sooner  or  later  finds  out  about  them. 

“During  my  six  years  with  Lucille  I have 
been  lucky,  for  she  has  been  pinched  only  once 
or  twice  a year.  That  is  one  reason  I don’t 
push  her,  because  I do  not  want  to  be  bothered 
by  the  law.  My  girl  and  I live  in  an  apart- 
ment, where  she  takes  her  customers.  She  goes 
out  in  the  street  to  get  new  customers,  but  has 


“EASY  MONEY” 


i39 


quite  a few  returns.  One  doctor,  a married 
man,  comes  every  week  and  gives  her  $10,  and 
has  been  coming  for  three  years.  She  has  other 
steady  customers,  business  and  professional 
men,  who  contribute  handsomely  to  our 
income.  One  time  I was  in  the  kitchen  and 
an  Italian  with  a big  fine  Cadillac  came  home 
with  her.  He  was  the  type  of  man  who  is  all 
through  before  he  gets  started,  and  he  didn’t 
think  he  had  his  money’s  worth,  and  got  nasty. 
He  wanted  his  money  back,  and  I had  to  come 
in  and  throw  him  out.  That  is  the  only  un- 
pleasant experience  I have  had;  as  I said 
before,  Lucille’s  customers  are  pretty  high  class. 

“In  answer  to  the  question  how  do  I justify 
myself  as  a pimp,  I justify  myself,  first,  because 
I have  an  easy,  comfortable  life.  I have  a car 
and  good  eats.  Whenever  I want  a drink  I 
can  have  it.  I am  comparatively  free  from 
arrest.  I read  books  and  magazines  and  go  to 
shows,  and  I don’t  like  to  think  about  myself 
as  a pimp.  I am  not  the  vicious  type,  the 
exploiter.  I think  if  I take  good  care  of  Lucille 
I pay  my  way  through  life.  I use  this  as  a 
means  to  an  end,  that  is,  to  enjoy  life.  When  I 
get  a sucker  I gamble,  but  it  is  a business  with 
me,  and  I see  that  I win.  My  personal  expenses 
are  $8  a day. 

“ The  average  pimp  may  think  he  gets  the 
best  of  his  ‘broad,’  but  the  ‘broads’  beat 
their  men,  spiritually  and  mentally.  They  are 
the  queens  who  produce,  and  we  are  their 
slaves.  They  know  that  we  wouldn’t  eat 
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or  have  anything  if  they  didn’t  give  it  to  us, 
and  they  take  pleasure  in  telling  us  so.  A 
pimp  is  a masochist,  or  he  wouldn’t  take 
his  woman’s  abuse.  Consequently,  we  like 
to  wear  good  clothes,  have  a car,  and  flash 
money  to  satisfy  our  ego.  I can  pick  up  a 
beautiful  girl,  but  if  she  hasn’t  an  ego  to  handle 
a man  she  can’t  make  a nickel  for  me.  If  I 
wanted  to  ‘make’  a ‘broad’  I wouldn’t  look  for 
her  in  a bum  neighbourhood,  because  a woman 
who  wasn’t  a bum  wouldn’t  be  there.  I would 
rather  find  a bum-looking  broad  who  had  an 
ego.  It  is  a joke  about  these  women  being 
slaves — and  how!  They  earn  the  money  and 
they  never  let  you  forget  it,  and  any  man  who 
can  stand  their  abuse  and  their  insinuations 
must  have  something  wrong  with  him,  because 
a natural  man  wouldn’t  do  it.  Of  all  the  hard 
work  in  the  world  the  hardest  is  making  a 
living  out  of  a woman.  I worked  hard  as  an 
iron  worker,  but  never  took  so  much  abuse  as 
I do  when  I have  to  humour  my  ‘broads’  to  do 
a good  day’s  work.  That  is  why  I don’t  give 
a damn  whether  they  make  good  money  or  not. 
The  less  they  make  the  less  grief  I have.” 


Leo  gave  me  the  above  statement  in  1931. 
On  June  1st,  1935,  he  came  into  my  office  while 
I was  conducting  a sociological  clinic.  I 
presented  types  of  criminals,  prostitutes  and 
dope  fiends,  and  Leo  as  a pimp.  I said: 
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'"Leo,  here  is  a group  of  sociological  students 
from  the  University  of  Chicago  and  North- 
western University.  They  are  very  anxious  to 
know  why  you  are  a pimp  and  how  you  justify 
yourself.  Will  you  tell  them?” 

He  stood  up  before  the  group,  immaculately 
dressed  in  a double-breasted  blue  suit,  nails 
polished,  and  well-groomed  from  head  to  foot. 
He  spoke  in  a well-modulated  voice  with  just  a 
trace  of  a tremor: 

“Yes,  I’m  one  of  those  despised,  vicious 
blood-suckers  that  respectable  people  hate. 
I’m  supposed  to  be  all  bad,  but  I think  I do  a 
lot  of  good.  My  women  are  always  getting 
sick,  and  I take  care  of  them.  They  couldn’t 
get  along  without  me.  I keep  them  well 
dressed,  whether  they  make  any  money  or  not. 
I have  four  women  now.  One  works  in  Gary, 
Indiana.  She  sends  me  $50  a week.  Here  is 
the  last  letter  from  her.” 

He  read: 

“ ‘My  dear  sweetheart, 

“ ‘I  am  sending  you  fifty  dollars  and  I had 
to  work  damned  hard  for  this  money.  These 
hunkies  out  here  are  only  working  two  or  three 
days  a week,  and  they  stink  like  skunks.  I 
turned  140  tricks  last  week,  about  100  of  them 
on  Saturday  and  Sunday.  Made  me  damned 
tired. 

“ ‘Take  good  care  of  yourself,  sweetheart, 
and  don’t  give  any  of  my  dough  to  your  other 
broads.  I’m  going  to  be  sick  next  Friday,  and 
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I want  you  to  come  and  get  me.  With  love  and 
kisses, 

“ ‘Rosita.’  ” 


Leo  put  the  letter  away  and  continued: 
“The  last  two  girls  I got  I picked  up  in  a dime 
dance  hall.  1 danced  with  one  of  the  girls, 
took  her  out  to  eat;  she  knew  I was  a pimp  and 
had  other  women.  She  asked  me  to  let  her 
work  for  me.  I dressed  her  up  and  put  her  out 
on  the  street.  The  first  thing  she  did  was  get  a 
dose.  I got  her  well,  and  then  she  got  some- 
thing else  wrong  with  her  and  had  to  have  an 
operation.  She’s  cost  me  twice  as  much 
money  as  I’ve  got  from  her. 

“This  girl  had  a pal  who  came  from  the  same 
town  in  Oklahoma.  She  was  working  in  the 
same  dance  hall.  I told  Dolores,  the  first  one, 
that  she  wasn’t  any  good  and  couldn’t  make  me 
any  money,  and  I had  to  have  someone  to  help 
me.  So  she  told  Bobby  to  go  to  work  for  me. 
Bobby’s  out  pounding  the  pavements  every 
night,  and  brings  me  in  five,  seven  or  ten  dollars 
a day,  but  I’ve  got  to  feed  her,  buy  her  clothes, 
take  care  of  her,  and  humour  her.  There’s  no 
profit  in  that. 

“I  have  a little  Italian  girl  working  in  a joint 
on  Clark  Street.  She  makes  five  dollars  a day 
and  then  they  send  her  home.  It  costs  me 
more  than  that  to  take  care  of  her.  The  New 
York  girl  I had  left  me  about  three  years  ago, 
and  is  now  being  kept  by  a married  man.” 
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One  of' the  students  interrupted  Leo  to  ask: 
“What  do  you  do  to  your  women  to  make  them 
love  you  and  serve  you?” 

“Nothing,”  he  replied,  “except  tell  them 
that  I love  them,  that  they  are  my  heart,  that 
I need  them,  and  they  can  help  me.  You 
women  always  want  to  save  and  help  a man. 
As  long  as  women  think  like  that  there’ll  be 
pimps.” 

The  following  case  history  presents  a woman’s 
point  of  view: 


THE  STORY  OF  LOTTIE 

“I  have  been  in  the  racket  three  years.  I 
live  with  a man  and  we  are  just  like  man  and 
wife.  He  is  no  pimp  and  he  works  hard,  and 
I just  hustle  to  help  out  a little.  I know  lots  of 
pimps  and  the  ones  that  I know  are  not  very 
damn  good.  Some  of  them  will  follow  their 
girls  around  and  watch  every  man  they  take  to 
see  that  they  don’t  hold  out  on  them,  and  if 
they  don’t  come  in  with  a certain  amount  of 
money  they  beat  them  up.  Some  will  turn 
stool-pigeon  and  have  all  the  other  girls  in  the 
block  pinched,  because  they  are  jealous  they 
might  have  more  money  than  their  girls  do. 
Some  of  the  pimps  give  their  women  50  cents 
and  some  $1.00  a day  and  some  no  more  than 
car  fare.  Some  have  wives  and  take  the  money 
from  their  women  and  bring  it  to  their  wives. 

“I  have  a girl,  Nettie,  who  is  working  for  me. 
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She  is  a white  girl  and  has  a negro  pimp.  He 
treats  her  like  a queen,  but  he  has  three  or  four 
coloured  girls  working  for  him,  and  they  take 
care  of  him,  and  he  takes  their  money  and 
gives  it  to  her.  Whatever  she  makes  she  keeps 
herself.  I have  known  about  a hundred 
different  hustlers,  and  nine  out  of  ten  have 
pimps.  Those  who  haven’t  got  any  can’t  get 
them,  because  they  don’t  make  enough  money 
to  keep  one.  I don’t  know  what  good  a pimp 
is  unless  it  is  for  companionship,  because  a 
legitimate  man  says  he  would  be  afraid  to  go 
out  with  a sporting  girl  for  fear  he  might  be 
recognized. 

“Business  is  rotten  in  the  racket  now.  The 
average  girl  makes  only  $12  or  $15  a day. 
Hustling  is  not  so  bad.  I could  never  settle 
down  and  live  on  a man’s  salary  of  $35  or  $40 
a week  after  being  used  to  $200  or  $300  a week. 
This  hustling  business  is  all  shot  to  pieces.  It 
looks  to  me  like  you  will  have  to  hustle  for  the 
coppers  soon.  That  is  because  they  take  more 
money  from  us  each  time  they  catch  us.  When 
we  were  making  $150  a week,  it  wasn’t  so  bad 
to  slip  them  a sawbuck,  but  when  we  don’t 
make  much  money,  that  don’t  make  a damn 
bit  of  difference  to  them,  they  want  their  end. 

“Some  of  the  bulls  will  take  you  out  and 
wine  and  dine  you  and  go  to  bed  with  you  and 
then  pinch  you.  You  can’t  trust  a copper,  no 
matter  what  you  do  for  him,  because  he  took 
an  oath  to  pinch  his  mother  when  he  took  the 
star. 
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“I  never  bought  anything  ‘hot’*  in  my  life, 
because  most  of  these  pedlars  who  come  around 
to  the  joints  with  clothes  and  coats  are  liars. 
They  tell  you  these  stockings  or  hats  or  dresses 
are  ‘hot,’  but  they  are  damn  liars,  they  buy 
them  at  auctions  or  over  on  Maxwell  Street, 
and  instead  of  getting  a bargain  you  pay  twice 
as  much  as  you  would  in  a department  store. 

“The  last  time  I got  pinched  I went  to  Lawn- 
dale (hospital  for  prostitutes),  and  stayed  there 
twenty-three  days  for  having  a fight  with  a 
doctor  there.  The  pinch  usually  costs  about 
$25,  $15  for  a bondsman  and  a fixer  for  the 
doctor,  and  $10  for  a lawyer.  I have  been 
pinched  about  a dozen  times,  and  never  got  a 
fine  or  a jail  sentence.  The  only  time  I ever 
had  hard  luck  was  when  they  sent  me  to 
Lawndale.” 


SALLY  AND  HER  PIMPS 

“The  first  time  I heard  about  a pimp  was 
when  I was  living  with  a friend  of  mine  named 
Betty.  I was  about  nineteen  years  of  age.  She 
was  hustling  and  had  a dope  fiend  pimp  named 
Barry.  I was  working  then  as  a cashier  in  a 
restaurant.  Betty  suggested  to  me  that  I could 
earn  a little  money  and  occasionally  I would 
take  on  a gentleman  friend.  About  this  time 
I got  acquainted  with  an  anaemic  Jew  named 
Micky.  He  was  working  for  a bootlegger  and 
used  to  take  me  out.  I liked  him  and  he  liked 
me  and  he  kept  me  for  about  a year,  then  when 

* Stolen. 
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his  business  crashed  I loaned  him  a little  money, 
and  he  put  me  out  on  the  streets  ‘pounding  the 
pavement.’ 

“I  began  to  make  $25  or  $30  a day  on  the 
streets  working  from  9 p.m.  to  12  M.,  which  was 
the  deadline.  When  I first  started  out  1 would 
highball  a man  and  if  he  followed  wrould  go 
into  a drug  store  to  get  rid  of  him.  When  I 
went  home  and  told  Micky  he  said  I would  get 
used  to  it.  He  said  he  had  kept  me  for  a year, 
and  that  I should  give  him  all  the  money  and 
he  would  take  care  of  me,  but  every  nickel  I 
made  he  lost  in  gambling.  Then  I gave  him 
the  air  and  went  to  work  in  a $2  joint. 

“He  didn’t  want  me  to  leave  him,  and  he 
used  to  beat  me  and  chase  me  down  the  street, 
and  I had  a terrible  time  getting  rid  of  him.  I 
had  been  with  him  three  years  then,  during 
which  time  I must  have  given  him  about  $100 
a week.  There  was  one  period  in  three  months 
when  we  saved  $1,500.  Why  did  I give  him 
money?  I figured  that  he  was  a square  guy 
and  as  he  had  kept  me  for  a while  I would  keep 
him.  But  I found  out  he  was  a rat  and  didn't 
mean  any  good  for  me,  so  I finally  broke  with 
him.  I bought  him  a car  while  I was  with  him, 
and  when  we  broke  up  I didn’t  want  to  see  him 
lose  the  car,  so  I said,  ‘Here  is  $50,  and  this  is 
all  you  are  going  to  get  out  of  me.’ 

“When  I was  working  in  a West  Side  flat  I 
was  out  on  a wild  spree  and  I met  the  Wop. 
He  spent  a lot  of  money  on  me  and  bulled  me 
along,  but  I thought  I was  wise  to  him.  Once 
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bitten,  twice  warned.  I told  him,  cold  turkey, 
that  I would  just  play  sweethearts,  and  he  said, 
‘that  is  all  right,  I just  want  you  to  love  me,  I 
don’t  want  a nickel  from  you.’ 

“Soon  he  needed  money  for  this  thing  and 
that  thing,  and  I used  to  give  him  whatever  he 
needed.  Pretty  soon  his  needs  became  greater 
and  he  wanted  every  nickel  I earned.  When  I 
refused  to  give  him  all  the  money  he  wanted  he 
began  to  beat  me.  I left  him,  but  he  would 
hang  around  and  coax  and  promise  to  be  good, 
so  we  went  back  together  again. 

“One  day  he  moved  out  of  my  room,  and  I 
told  him  that  someone  else  was  going  to  move 
in.  Patsy,  one  of  the  ‘ropers’  who  was  out  of  a 
job,  lived  with  me  for  a week.  The  Wop  called 
me  on  the  ’phone,  and  said  he  wanted  to  meet 
me  just  to  talk  things  over.  We  went  to  a 
booze  joint  and  I got  stewed  and  we  ended  up 
in  Crown  Point,  Indiana,  and  then  he  was  my 
husband.  He  promised  everything  under  the 
sun  and  said  I would  not  have  to  hustle  any 
more,  but  three  days  later  he  began  to  take  my 
money.  When  I refused  to  give  it  to  him  he 
started  to  beat  me  again.  I had  to  get  the 
manager  of  the  joint  where  I was  working  to 
threaten  him.  The  manager  said  that  if  he 
didn’t  leave  me  alone  he  would  be  taken  for  a 
ride.  He  knew  the  manager  meant  it,  so  he 
left  me  alone.  I am  now  trying  to  get  a 
divorce  from  him.  When  I was  away  from 
the  Wop  he  tried  to  get  other  girls  to  make  me 
jealous. 
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“A  girl  is  better  off  by  herself,  but  she  craves 
companionship.  I hope  I am  done  with 
pimps,  but  I like  to  go  out  and  have  a good 
time.  I have  a fine  daddy,  who  is  a business 
man,  and  I think  he  loves  me,  for  he  promises 
to  take  me  out  of  the  racket  before  Christmas. 
He  has  a soft-drink  parlour.  The  pimps 
around  the  town  know  I am  alone  and  are 
always  trying  to  make  me.  This  is  how  they 
usually  do  it.  This  morning  a pimp  called  me 
up  on  the  ’phone  and  talked  sweet  and  wanted 
me  to  come  over  to  his  apartment.  I told  him 
I was  no  pushover,  and  was  hard  to  make.  He 
said  he  was  particular  too,  but  all  I had  to  do 
was  to  slip  it  under  the  door  and  he  would  be 
my  papa.  ‘It’  was  my  money.  Some  of  these 
bastard  pimps  think  they  are  doing  you  a 
favour  if  they  take  your  money. 

“When  a pimp  just  meets  you  he  is  a big 
shot,  says  he  don’t  want  your  money,  and 
entertains  you,  takes  you  out  in  a big  car,  but 
when  he  gets  you  he  wants  your  money. 

“I  have  been  in  the  racket  four  years,  and  I 
have  had  an  easy  time.  I have  been  pretty 
lucky,  pinched  only  three  times.  I have  saved 
a few  hundred  dollars  since  I left  the  Wop. 
Last  week  I earned  $85.  My  expenses  are  $15 
a week  for  a room;  $7  for  food,  as  I eat  only 
one  meal  a day,  just  taking  coffee  in  the 
morning;  and  $2  a week  for  tips  and  telephone. 
I buy  a fur  coat  every  year,  giving  my  old  one 
to  some  less  fortunate  girl,  but  I get  a good  fur 
coat  for  about  $125  because  I buy  it  ‘hot’  off  of 
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a pedlar  pimp.  I buy  a new  dress  every  two 
months,  and  stockings  I buy  by  the  half-dozen, 
also  hot,  and  they  are  about  $1  apiece,  and 
one  pair  lasts  me  a week.  Shoes  and  hats  are 
my  passion.  I get  several  hats  a month,  costing 
me  only  $2  apiece,  as  they  are  hot,  but  the 
shoes  I buy  regular,  and  I sometimes  buy  a 
pair  each  week.” 


CHAPTER  X 

White  Girls  Tell  Why  They  Have  Negro  Pimps 
Pauline’s  story 

“Mike  broke  me  into  the  racket  five  years 
ago.  I used  to  be  a manicurist  in  a beauty 
shop  on  39th  Street.  Many  of  our  customers 
were  hookers  that  worked  in  the  neighbour- 
hood. They  always  dressed  well,  spent  money 
freely,  and  were  liberal  with  their  tips.  Some 

of  the  girls  invited  me  over  to  the Hotel, 

and  I met  a lot  of  apparently  cultured  gentle- 
men, who  were  the  lovers  of  these  girls.  There 
was  always  lots  to  eat  and  drink  and  everybody 
was  having  a good  time.  I became  acquainted 
with  a bootlegger  named  Mike.  He  used  to 
take  me  out  and  spend  money  on  me,  and  he 
bought  me  a lovely  wrist  watch.  Occasionally 
I used  to  spend  a night  with  him,  and  he  was 
a swell  lover.  He  got  to  talking  to  me  about 
how  foolish  it  was  for  me  to  be  working  for  $33 
or  $40  a week,  when  he  knew  a house  where  I 
would  only  have  to  take  a few  men  and  make 
$200  or  $300  a week.  He  said  that  if  I would 
work  three  months  I could  get  enough  money 
together  to  open  up  a beauty  parlour  of  my 
own.  I hesitated,  but  some  of  the  girls  coaxed 
me,  and  said  it  was  a carefree,  happy  life,  and 
so  I consented,  and  went  to  work  in  the . 
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“It  was  a busy  place,  and  the  first  day  I 
received  $65  for  my  share.  Mike  met  me  at 
four  o’clock  in  the  morning,  took  me  out  in  his 
Cadillac,  and  petted  me  and  told  me  what  a 
wonderful  girl  I was,  and  made  all  sorts  of 
plans.  He  said,  ‘Pauline,  you  let  me  take  the 
money,  some  of  these  people  might  rob  you, 
and  I will  put  it  in  a bank  for  you.’  He  let  me 
keep  $2.  Every  day  I used  to  give  him  my 
money  and  kept  $2  for  incidental  expenses. 
He  showed  me  a bank  book  with  lots  of  money 
on  deposit,  but  it  was  in  his  name.  Every  day 
he  deposited  from  $80  to  $100.  I stood  this 
for  four  months,  then  I said  to  him,  ‘We  ought 
to  have  enough  money  now  to  buy  the  beauty 
shop.’  He  kept  stalling  and  making  excuses 
and  when  I threatened  to  leave  him  he  said 
he  had  lost  all  the  money  in  gambling,  but  he 
would  go  down  to  the  bank  in  the  morning  and 
he  would  open  an  account  in  my  name.  The 
next  morning  we  opened  the  account  in  my 
name,  but  he  only  put  $10  in  it.  He  said  he 
needed  the  other  money  for  something.  I gave 
him  all  my  earnings,  which  were  from  $50  to 
$60  a day,  and  on  Saturday  and  Sunday  I 
often  made  it  $100  a day.  I gave  him  the 
money  to  deposit  and  every  day  he  showed  me 
my  bank  book,  and  I was  so  happy.  I kept 
the  bank  book  next  to  my  heart  and  slept  with 
it.  When  I had  $2,300  in  the  bank  I went 
down  to  the  bank  unbeknown  to  Mike  and 
was  going  to  draw  the  money  out  and  leave 
town,  because  by  this  time  I had  found  out 
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that  Mike  had  a wife  and  three  children, 
besides  two  other  girls  hustling  for  him. 

“I  filled  out  the  slip  to  draw  out  all  of  the 
money,  but  the  bank  clerk  told  me  there  must 
be  some  mistake,  because  all  the  money  I had 
in  the  bank  was  the  original  $10  I had 
deposited.  He  had  been  making  fake  entries 
and  bluffing  me.  I was  so  mad  I could  have 
killed  him,  and  I rushed  back  and  told  him 
what  a bastard  he  was,  but  all  I got  was  a 
terrible  beating.  I stood  him  for  another  four 
months.  There  was  a customer  who  used  to 
see  me  about  twice  a week.  He  used  to  spend 
a lot  of  money  on  me,  and  he  told  me  what  a 
fool  I was  to  hustle  and  have  a pimp.  He  said 
he  would  take  me  out  of  the  racket.  One 
night  after  Mike  gave  me  a terrible  beating  I 
called  up  my  friend  and  said  I would  go  with 
him.  He  took  me  up  to  Milwaukee,  spent  a 
lot  of  money  on  me,  and  in  a week  was  broke, 
and  said  I had  better  go  back  to  hustle  for  a 
few  days  until  he  could  get  some  more  money 
together.  There  I was  hooked  again.  I 
worked  in  a lot  of  Wisconsin  joints,  and  my 
new  friend  was  just  as  rotten  as  Mike.  He  took 
every  nickel  I earned.  I despised  him. 

“I  used  to  go  out  to  parties  with  the  girls 
where  we  would  smoke  the  pipe.  This  place 
where  the  pipe  parties  were  given  was  in  a 
Negro  flat.  There  was  a fine-looking  black 
pimp  named  Sam  who  used  to  come  around 
with  his  girl.  She  was  dressed  swell.  She  had 
a sable  fur  coat  and  diamonds,  and  she  would 
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tell  me  what  a wonderful  man  Sam  was.  I 
went  out  cabaretting  with  Sam  and  his  girl, 
and  in  about  a month  I was  one  of  Sam’s 
women. 

“I  can’t  tell  why  I am  with  a Negro  pimp. 
Sam  has  four  women,  and  we  all  know  it.  He 
is  very  kind  to  me,  and  takes  me  out  in  his 
Lincoln  car,  and  dresses  me  up  and  gives  me 
everything  I want  in  the  world.  He  is  a very 
wonderful  lover,  and  is  so  kind  and  tender  to 
me.  He  calls  me  his  little  queen,  and  when  he 
puts  his  hands  on  me  and  pets  me  I forget  that 
he  is  black.  I forget  that  I had  a good  educa- 
tion, and  have  a fine  father  and  mother.  I am 
much  happier  with  Sam  than  I was  with  Mike 
or  the  other  fellow.  At  least  I have  good 
clothes,  and  no  one  beats  me.  I am  much 
better  off  than  the  girls  who  have  white  pimps. 
I get  along  with  my  csisters-in-law’  very  nicely. 
I don’t  know  whether  I would  want  Sam  all  to 
myself  or  not.  It  does  seem  kind  of  funny, 
having  only  one-fourth  of  a man,  but  I would 
rather  have  one-fourth  of  a good  negro  pimp 
than  the  whole  of  two  white  ones.” 

Nellie’s  story 

“Sure,  I’ve  got  a black  pimp,  but  what  can 
I do  about  it?  I have  tried  to  get  away  from 
him  a hundred  times,  but  he  always  catches 
me  and  beats  me,  and  I am  afraid  he  will  kill 
me  some  day.  I am  too  much  of  a lady  to  be  a 
stool-pigeon,  and  I would  rather  die  than  to 
go  to  the  bastard  police.  They  are  worse  than 
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he  is.  They  take  your  money  and  double-cross 
you  and  lock  you  up  and  send  you  to  Lawndale. 
Smiley,  my  pimp,  has  had  me  for  two  years.  I 
used  to  be  a very  decent  girl,  and  had  a very 
nice  family.  My  people  are  Polish,  and  I was 
raised  a good  Catholic.  I was  a good  girl  until 
I got  married.  I met  a fellow  at  a dance-hall, 
and  we  went  out  and  got  drunk,  and  then  we 
went  to  Indiana  and  got  married.  He  was  a 
nice  fellow,  only  twenty,  and  worked  in  a 
machine  shop,  but  he  drank  up  all  the  money, 
and  we  lived  at  his  mother’s  house,  and  she 
drank  a lot  too,  and  was  always  bawling  me 
out.  So  I got  sick  of  my  husband  and  left  him 
and  went  back  to  my  own  mother. 

“I  was  working  at  the  Illinois  Athletic  Club 
as  vegetable  girl,  and  got  acquainted  with  a 
swell-looking  coloured  man  who  was  very  light. 
He  was  always  grinning,  and  they  called  him 
‘Smiley.’  When  he  came  into  the  pantry  he 
used  to  say  pretty  little  things  to  me,  and 
touch  my  hand,  and  in  my  locker  I would  find 
notes  and  boxes  of  candy,  and  one  time  I found 
a lovely  wrist-watch.  He  was  always  joking 
with  me  and  coaxing  me  to  come  and  see  his 
mother  and  father.  One  day  I met  him  at 
35th  and  Indiana,  and  he  took  me  over  to  his 
house,  and  his  mother  and  father  and  young 
sister  were  very  nice,  and  they  were  very 
respectable.  They  never  made  a bad  crack  to 
me.  Smiley  made  love  to  me,  and  begged  me 
to  marry  him.  At  first  I didn’t  want  to  do  it, 
but  as  I had  met  a number  of  white  girls  with 
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coloured  husbands,  and  they  all  seemed  so 
contented  and  had  such  beautiful  clothes,  and 
he  promised  that  I wouldn’t  have  to  work,  that 
he  would  do  everything  for  me  and  be  my  slave, 
that  finally  I consented.  We  were  married  by 
a coloured  preacher.  Everything  went  along 
fine  for  about  two  weeks.  Then  we  began  to 
have  more  company,  and  we  had  a lot  to  drink. 
There  was  a big  Negro  politician  who  used  to 
come  to  the  flat  to  see  us.  Smiley  told  me  that 
the  politician  was  crazy  about  me,  and  coaxed 
me  and  begged  me  to  go  to  bed  with  this  fellow. 
I couldn’t  understand  how  my  husband  could 
love  me  and  say  such  a thing,  but  he  kidded  me 
along,  and  the  politician  was  so  big  and  grand, 
I went  to  bed  with  my  husband’s  friend.  In  a 
few  days  Smiley  asked  me  to  sleep  with  another 
coloured  man.  I was  always  half  drunk,  and 
the  first  thing  I knew  I had  slept  with  a half- 
dozen  coloured  men,  and  before  I knew  it  I 
was  in  a joint  with  five  other  white  women, 
and  where  they  had  only  Negro  trade.  All  the 
girls  had  black  pimps.  This  has  gone  on  for 
several  years.  Smiley  has  another  white 
woman,  and  I am  sure  he  has  several  black 
ones.  He  drinks  a lot,  and  he  always  beats  me 
when  he  gets  drunk.  One  night  he  took  a 
razor  and  was  going  to  cut  my  throat.  He 
says  if  I leave  him  he  will  kill  me.  I ran  away 
a lot  of  times,  but  he  always  finds  me.  One 
time  when  I was  in  Lawndale  I was  away  from 
him  for  a month,  but  every  day  he  would  send 
me  the  most  beautiful  letter  and  candy,  and 
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come  out  to  the  side  of  the  building  and  wave 
his  hands  at  me. 

“I  don’t  feel  so  terrible  when  Smiley  is  good 
to  me.  We  go  out  riding  in  his  car,  and  he  lets 
me  drive  it.  We  go  all  over  the  town.  We  go 
to  the  best  theatres  sometimes,  and  we  often 
go  out  to  cabarets.  Nobody  seems  to  think 
anything  about  black  men  and  white  women 
eating  and  dancing  together  in  public.  The 
bulls  know  I have  a black  pimp,  and  they  kid 
me  about  him.  Once  when  I was  pinched  the 
judge  told  me  if  I would  take  the  stand  against 
Smiley  he  would  send  Smiley  to  jail  and  let  me 
go  home  to  my  people,  but  I told  him  they 
could  burn  me  alive  or  beat  me  to  death,  I 
would  never  take  the  stand  against  him.  The 
judge  fined  me  $50  and  costs,  because  I 
wouldn’t  do  what  he  wanted  me  to  do,  but 
Smiley  had  me  out  on  the  street  in  an 
hour. 

CT  don’t  make  so  much  money  now  as  I used 
to.  When  I first  went  to  work  in  this  house  for 
coloured  men,  we  used  to  get  $3  from  each 
trick,  but  now  we  only  get  $2,  and  sometimes 
have  to  take  Johns  for  $ 1 . 

“I  have  all  the  clothes  I want.  I have  a swell 
fur  coat,  and  get  hats  and  shoes  every  week  or 
two.  Smiley  gets  my  stockings  by  the  dozen. 

I don’t  think  they  are  hot,  but  as  long  as  they 
look  well  I don’t  care.  I drink  a good  deal, 
but  never  get  drunk  except  on  Sunday  night, 
or  when  I am  off  with  my  periods.  I am  a 
pleasure  smoker,  but  I haven’t  got  a habit.  I 
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just  smoke  about  two  and  three  times  a week. 
Smiley  hits  the  pipe  all  of  the  time.” 

ada’s  story 

“I  was  born  in  Russia.  My  parents  brought 
me  to  America  when  I was  five  years  old.  I 
never  learned  to  read  or  write.  When  I was 
sixteen  years  old  I married  a young  Jew  who 
was  only  eighteen.  My  husband  was  a pedlar, 
and  we  lived  in  the  Ghetto  of  New  York.  I 
had  three  children,  all  boys,  and  two  of  them 
are  living  now.  My  husband  was  a very 
religious  but  cruel  man.  I worked  and  slaved 
and  struggled  and  helped  him  build  up  a 
business  and  finally  he  had  a prosperous  store. 

“One  day  my  husband  found  me  in  bed  with 
the  insurance  man.  He  left  the  house,  and  got 
a divorce  from  me.  I was  so  ashamed  of 
myself  that  I left  New  York,  and  went  to  Cleve- 
land. The  Jewish  charities  helped  me  for 
a while,  but  when  they  wanted  to  take  my 
children  away  from  me  I went  to  Chicago. 

“When  I arrived  in  Chicago  I had  my  two 
little  sons  with  me,  and  only  about  $2  in  my 
pocket.  I was  standing  in  front  of  the  depot, 
and  a coloured  expressman  named  Charlie 
asked  me  if  I didn’t  want  to  have  my  trunks 
moved.  I told  him  I didn’t  know  where  I was 
going.  He  took  me  to  his  own  home.  He 
bought  clothes  for  the  children  and  was  very 
nice  to  me.  I was  so  grateful  to  him  that  I did 
everything  he  wanted.  I never  got  married  to 
him,  but  lived  with  him  as  his  wife  for  five 
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years.  The  children  went  to  school  and  we 
got  along  very  nicely.  Never  once  did  Charlie 
ask  me  to  hustle  or  do  anything  bad.  He 
didn’t  make  much  money,  but  he  worked  hard 
and  nobody  could  have  been  a better  husband 
to  me.  He  liked  the  children  and  we  were 
getting  along  very  fine. 

“One  day  Charlie  was  killed  by  a railroad 
train.  A lawyer  came  to  me  and  wanted  me  to 
sue  the  railroad  company.  He  asked  me  if  I 
had  my  marriage  licenses  and  I told  him  ‘No.’ 
The  railroad  company  refused  to  give  me  any 
money  because  I wasn’t  married  and  the 
children  were  not  his.  Charlie  had  two  sisters 
and  a brother  and  the  railroad  gave  them 
$2,000,  and  I was  penniless  again  and  didn’t 
know  what  to  do. 

“I  had  to  go  to  the  charity  organization  for 
help,  and  they  made  me  put  my  two  beautiful 
children  in  an  orphan  asylum.  I was  so 
miserable  that  I didn’t  know  what  to  do. 
There  was  another  coloured  man,  named 
William,  who  used  to  be  a friend  of  my  Charlie’s. 
He  used  to  give  me  a little  money  to  help  to 
pay  the  rent  and  soon  I was  living  with  him. 
William  was  a good  man,  and  helped  me  out 
in  the  right  way.  I got  a job  as  housekeeper 
in  a white  sporting-house.  I wasn’t  doing  any- 
thing bad,  and  I used  to  go  and  see  my  children 
every  week.  I was  always  hoping  that  I would 
get  enough  money  so  I could  get  my  children 
out  of  the  asylum.  I saw  the  other  women 
making  a lot  of  money  and  without  anybody 
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telling  me  to  do  it,  I decided  to  become  a 
prostitute  and  make  money  so  I could  have  my 
children  with  me. 

“I  started  to  work  in  the  same  place  where  I 
$60  the  housekeeper,  and  would  make  about 
was  a week,  and  I put  $50  in  the  Post  Office 
Savings  Bank  every  week.  When  I had  $500 
saved  up  I went  to  the  orphan  asylum  to  get 
my  children,  but  they  told  me  I would  have  to 
go  to  the  court  and  the  society  that  took  my 
children  away  from  me.  I did  just  exactly 
what  they  told  me  to  do,  but  they  investigated 
my  case  and  found  out  I was  a bad  woman, 
and  they  wouldn’t  give  me  my  own  children, 
and  they  told  my  babies  what  I was  doing,  and 
they  wouldn’t  let  me  see  my  children  any  more, 
and  I was  so  miserable  that  I didn’t  care  what 
I did.  I wanted  to  kill  myself,  but  1 didn’t 
know  how.  I had  never  taken  a drink  in  my 
life,  or  gone  out  nights  to  saloons,  but  when 
they  told  my  children  I was  so  bad  I went  to  a 
cabaret  and  met  a coloured  man  I knew,  and 
we  sat  and  drank  the  whole  night  long.  I spent 
$200  of  my  hard-earned  money,  and  then  I 
started  to  live  with  Wallace,  a yellow  pimp. 

“Wallace  is  good  to  me.  I only  give  him  $4 
a day  and  save  my  money.  I am  waiting 
and  hoping  to  God  that  some  day  when  my 
children  get  old  enough  I can  have  them  with 
me  again,  and  then  I can  have  enough  money 
to  take  care  of  them,  and  we  can  have  a nice 
little  home  of  our  own.  I know  I am  a bad 
woman,  but  I think  God  will  forgive  me  when 
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He  knows  how  hard  I tried  to  help  my  children. 
I think  the  charity  society  who  took  my  babies 
away  from  me  is  worse  than  I am,  and  God  will 
punish  them. 

“I  don’t  use  dope  of  any  kind,  but  I have  a 
few  drinks  every  day.  I must  have  something 
to  brace  me  up.  I smoke  cigarettes  and  don’t 
spend  much  money  on  clothes  or  anything  else. 
Wallace  is  satisfied  with  the  money  I give  him 
and  never  asks  for  any  more.  He  don’t 
gamble  very  much  (plays  policy  and  cards),  is 
always  home  when  I get  through  work,  cooks 
the  meals,  and  is  very  nice.  We  have  a radio, 
and  a piano,  and  a house  that  is  nicely  fur- 
nished. That  is  all  I know  except  I don’t  think 
the  charity  society  should  have  taken  my  babies 
from  me.” 


THE  STORY  OF  PANSY 

“I  have  always  wanted  to  write  the  story  of 
my  life.  I have  kept  a diary  for  the  last  eight 
years,  and  if  ever  the  opportunity  arises  I am 
going  to  unburden  my  heart  to  the  world. 
But  at  this  time  I shall  endeavour  to  make 
plain  why  I have  a Negro  pimp.  I thoroughly 
dislike  the  word  pimp,  and  it  does  not  fit  my 
companion,  for  he  is  my  legal  husband,  and  he 
does  not  compel  me  to  sell  my  body  to  earn 
money,  and  he  wouldn’t  think  of  taking  money 
from  me  unless  I voluntarily  gave  it  to  him, 
which  I admit  I do. 

“I  was  born  in  Pennsylvania,  and  brought 
up  in  a narrow  Christian  home.  There  was 
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too  much  Christianity  in  my  home.  I was 
compelled  to  go  to  church  and  to  Sunday 
School  and  to  prayer  meetings  and  revival 
meetings,  and  religion  was  anything  but 
beautiful  to  me.  I wanted  to  go  to  the  theatres, 
and  to  read  poetry,  and  to  mingle  with  intel- 
lectual people.  I longed  to  go  to  dances,  and 
meet  worth-while  people,  but  my  father  and 
mother  were  strict  and  narrow  and  limited, 
and  I was  forever  being  reminded  that  I was  a 
bad  girl,  simply  because  the  things  in  our  home 
and  church  didn’t  interest  me. 

4 ‘After  I graduated  from  high  school  I had  a 
year  and  a half  in  a religious  college.  The 
supervision  there  bored  me.  I began  to  cut 
classes  and  go  automobiling  to  neighbouring 
towns,  and  after  a terrible  quarrel  with  the 
dean  I left  and  took  up  nursing  in  a Phila- 
delphia hospital.  One  of  the  internes  beauti- 
fully seduced  me.  It  was  a short  romance,  but 
I never  felt  sorry  for  it.  I had  a good  voice  and 
became  an  entertainer,  working  in  cabarets. 
I drifted  to  Chicago,  and  an  employment 
agency  sent  me  to  a ‘black  and  tan’  cafe  where 
I secured  a position  at  a small  wage,  but  often 
the  tips  were  very  large.  I kept  straight  for  a 
few  months,  but  following  in  the  footsteps  of 
most  of  the  other  entertainers  I went  out  with 
the  guests  for  a good  time.  I soon  found  that 
my  having  a good  time  with  men  was  much 
more  profitable  than  singing  for  them. 

“Soon  after  this  I began  to  go  out  with  one 
of  the  coloured  musicians,  who  is  now  my 
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husband.  We  had  a very  glorious  romance. 
He  loved  me  devotedly,  and  bestowed  upon 
me  the  passion  and  the  glory  that  only  a 
primitive  man  can  have  for  a creature  much 
weaker  than  he.  He  loved  me.  He  did  every- 
thing in  his  power  to  make  me  happy,  and  I 
loved  him,  and  I wanted  to  make  him  happy. 
I wanted  him  to  have  an  automobile  and  fine 
clothes  and  jewellery,  and  so  without  the 
slightest  suggestion  on  his  part  I continued  to 
oblige  guests  and  earn  money  to  go  shopping 
for  him.  I wish  I could  explain  the  thrill  I 
have  when  I buy  my  husband  a necktie  or  a 
silk  shirt.  I love  pretty  gowns  myself,  but 
when  I see  him  in  a well-tailored  suit  of  clothes, 
and  see  the  glow  of  joy  in  his  eyes,  I am  per- 
fectly happy. 

“I  have  always  wanted  children,  and  when 
I was  ‘caught’  I was  so  happy,  but  my  husband 
was  afraid  to  have  children  at  that  time,  and 
he  asked  me  to  have  an  operation  and  wait  a 
few  months  until  we  were  in  better  financial 
condition,  and  then  we  would  have  a child. 
That  was  three  years  ago,  and  since  then  no 
little  child  has  come  knocking  at  our  door. 
Now  my  husband  wants  me  to  have  a baby. 

“Working  in  a cabaret  where  there  are  both 
coloured  and  white  couples  coming  for  enter- 
tainment, I have  a splendid  opportunity  to 
make  observations,  and  the  first  is  that  coloured 
men  make  better  lovers  than  white  men,  and 
sometimes  they  make  very  satisfactory  hus- 
bands. In  a city  like  Chicago  there  is  com- 


NEGRO  PIMPS 


163 

paratively  little  objection  to  coloured  men  and 
white  women  being  seen  together.  My  hus- 
band and  I go  all  over  the  town  and  visit  in 
some  of  the  finest  neighbourhoods,  and  I am 
seldom  insulted.  When  we  go  riding  in  the 
automobile,  we  always  sit  together  and  no  one 
molests  us.  At  the  cabaret  where  I work  a 
great  many  white  girls  who  come  down  with 
white  escorts  think  it  quite  a lark  to  dance  with 
coloured  men.  Of  course  the  coloured  men 
always  try  to  make  love  to  the  white  girls  and 
get  their  telephone  numbers.  I have  seen  a 
number  of  black-white  romances  spring  up 
this  way,  and  have  seen  a number  of  white 
women  who  came  to  our  place  first  for  a little 
sport  end  up  by  living  with  coloured  men. 

“I  have  found  that  most  of  the  coloured  men 
who  have  white  wives  or  sweethearts  also  have 
coloured  ones.  I regret  that  I must  admit  this 
is  true  in  my  case.  My  husband,  whom  I 
would  not  leave  if  he  had  a hundred  black 
women,  spends  one  night  a week  with  a 
coloured  entertainer.  She  is  a very  wonderful 
girl,  and  if  she  loves  my  husband  one-tenth  as 
much  as  I do  I can  forgive  her  for  everything. 

“I  know  this  must  sound  terrible,  and  I just 
can’t  explain  it,  except  I love  my  husband,  and 
he  is  the  only  man  in  the  world  who  can  give 
me  joy.  My  one  great  hope  is  that  some  day 
he  will  give  me  a child.” 


CHAPTER  XI 


The  Pimp  and  His  Environment;  His  Personality 
and  His  Colleagues 

We  have  studied  many  factors  concerning 
the  pimp  and  have  given  the  economic  and 
social  causes  for  his  existence.  Now  let  us  take 
a “close-up”  of  him  and  see  what  he  really 
looks  like. 

Age — 

Anywhere  between  twenty  and  sixty.  The 
largest  group  will  come  between  the  ages  of 
twenty  and  thirty.  Twenty-five  years  of  age 
will  be  the  average. 

Height — 

The  majority  of  them  are  tall,  although  I 
have  seen  little  sawed-oflf  shrimps  pimping  for 
beautiful,  fine,  big  prostitutes.  Five  feet  "nine 
inches  is  a good  average. 

Weight — 

One  of  the  most  striking  characteristics  of 
the  genuine  pimp  is  that  he  is  thin.  Many  of 
them  give  the  appearance  of  being  tubercular. 
I have  never  been  able  to  understand  why  so 
few  hustlers  choose  fat  men  as  lovers.  Fully 
95  per  cent,  of  all  pimps  are  underweight.  This 
may  be  due  to  “their  work,”  “their  worry,” 
heredity  or  their  glands.  I have  weighed  some 
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of  them  and  the  average  weight  of  these  was 
140  lb. 

Colour  of  hair — 

Nine-tenths  of  them  are  brunettes.  A blonde 
pimp  is  a rarity.  A number  of  them,  however, 
have  red  hair,  and  not  a few  are  grey.  It  is 
mostly  a premature  grey,  and,  as  would  be 
expected,  hair-dyeing  is  not  rare  amongst 
them. 

Colour  of  eyes — 

Most  of  them  have  dark  eyes.  Brown,  dark 
brown,  hazel,  a few  of  them  green  eyes,  and  we 
see  very  few  blue  eyes. 

Skin — 

This  is  one  of  the  most  striking  characteristics 
of  a pimp.  He  has  a dark,  sallow  dry  skin.  Of 
course  sometimes  they  have  beautiful  white 
skins,  but  this  is  the  exception.  The  dark 
sallow  skin  may  be  due  to  an  unknown  factor, 
but  I wish  to  mention  the  known  causes. 

As  stated  before,  many  pimps  are  drug 
addicts,  and  all  drug  addicts  have  that  pale, 
sallow,  ungodly  skin.  It  is  almost  Mephisto- 
phelian.  Many  have  syphilis,  all  are  confirmed 
cigarette  smokers,  a lot  of  them  have  nephritis, 
a considerable  number  have  tuberculosis,  and 
other  diseases.  Another  reason  may  be  the 
fact  that  a pimp  does  his  work  at  night.  They 
sit  around  in  stuffy  rooms,  gambling,  all  night, 
or  smoking  the  pipe,  seldom  get  enough  exer- 
cise, most  of  them  have  cars  and  do  little 
walking,  their  food  habits  are  bad,  they  don’t 
get  enough  vitamins.  Another  factor  in  their 
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appearance  is  the  hazardous,  insecure  life  that 
they  lead.  Besides  the  constant  manoeuvring 
to  keep  their  women  satisfied  all  of  them  spend 
more  or  less  time  in  jail.  Quite  a few  of  them 
are  reform  school  graduates  and  many  have 
done  a stretch  in  the  “big  house.”  They  are 
always  liable  to  arrest,  even  if  they  haven’t 
committed  a crime.  In  every  raid  that  the 
squads  make  upon  gangsters  they  pick  up 
pimps.  The  police  have  it  in  for  the  pimps  and 
they  are  constantly  shaking  them  down,  and 
bringing  them  over  to  the  Bureau,  with  or 
without  cause.  An  officer  who  says  “Your 
honour,  I found  this  man  hanging  around  the 
hotel;  he  is  a well-known  pimp,”  will  usually 
get  a conviction. 

Teeth — 

Most  “good”  pimps  take  care  of  their  teeth, 
and  their  dentists’  bills  are  not  small.  If  their 
hearts  are  not  gold,  often  their  teeth  are.  I 
have  observed  few  false  teeth  amongst  them . 
They  hesitate  to  have  all  of  their  teeth  pulled. 

Nationality — 

Two-thirds  of  the  pimps  that  I know  arc 
American-born.  Many  are  the  children  of 
foreign-born.  Looking  over  the  records  of  300 
I find: 


Coloured 

Italian 

Jews 

Mixed 

Greeks 

Poles 


109 

60 

47 

44 

26 

x4 
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Amongst  the  mixed  there  are  a number  of 
Irish. 

Part-  and  full-time  pimps — 

There  are  some  pimps  who  spend  all  their 
time  looking  after  their  women,  but  many  only 
some  of  it.  With  them  pimping  is  a side  line. 
Their  real  vocation  is  that  of  racketeer. 

Temporary  and  permanent  pimps — 

Pimping  is  usually  a temporary  profession. 
Few  men  are  able  to  take  it  up  as  a permanent 
business.  The  interference  of  the  law,  the 
temperaments  of  the  women,  economic  depres- 
sion, illness  and  vacations  in  jail  make  it  almost 
impossible  for  a man  to  spend  a life-time  at  this 
trade. 

Genuine  and  accidental  pimps — 

There  is  a type  of  man  who  is  a true-blue 
pimp.  Nature  and  environment  fit  him  for  the 
business  and  he  is  the  genuine  article.  But 
most  of  them  are  accidents.  They  get  into  the 
business  one  way  or  another,  and  after  a few 
unlucky  breaks  or  a prolonged  acquaintance 
with  tCjohn  Law”  they  get  out  of  it.  Many  of 
them  find  it  unprofitable,  others  simply  cannot 
stand  toadying  to  women  and  try  something 
else. 

Schooling  and  education — 

The  successful  pimp,  like  the  successful 
racketeer,  is  an  educated  man.  Most  of  them 
have  gotten  through  public  school,  some  have 
gone  to  high  school,  and  a number  have  been 
to  universities  and  business  colleges.  All  have 
gone  to  the  University  of  Hard  Knocks  and 
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have  developed  resourcefulness  and  cunning. 

Literature  and  reading — 

They  read  a great  deal,  newspapers,  maga- 
zines and  good  books.  They  are  especially 
fond  of  erotic  literature,  paintings  and  post- 
cards. A few  are  bibliophiles.  I know  pimps 
who  spend  much  of  their  time  in  libraries. 

Culture — 

Art,  sculpture  and  the  drama  appeal  to  a 
number  of  them.  I often  see  them  down  at  the 
Art  Institute  and  at  exhibitions.  They  are 
especially  fond  of  the  legitimate  drama.  At 
the  opening  night  of  Eugene  O’Neill’s  Hairy 
Ape  I called  the  attention  of  Ashton  Stevens, 
dramatic  critic  for  the  Herald  Examiner , to  the 
fact  that  there  were  twenty-five  pimps  in  the 
audience,  many  of  them  with  their  girls.  A 
play  like  Frankie  and  Johnny , or  Mae  West’s 
Diamond  Lil  will  attract  half  the  pimps  and 
whores  in  town. 

Sports — 

The  pimp  is  first,  last  and  always  a fight  fan. 
He  would  be  in  disgrace  if  he  didn’t  go  to  every 
big  fight  in  town.  At  the  Tunney-Dempsey 
fight  where  there  was  a gigantic  audience  of 
150,000  I am  safe  in  saying  a considerable 
portion  of  the  pimps  from  all  over  America 
were  there.  They  hang  around  gymnasiums 
and  talk  fight.  Many  of  them  are  baseball 
fans,  and  they  usually  get  up  just  about  in  time 
to  go  to  the  ball  game.  They  know  all  the 
players  and  their  information  about  the  game 
is  colossal.  Football  is  a little  too  highbrow  for 
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them,  and  they  would  be  disgraced  if  they 
played  tennis,  but  of  late  the  high-grade  pimps 
have  taken  to  golf,  and  some  of  them  belong  to 
swell  golf  clubs. 

Religion — 

It  has  been  observed  before  that  many 
prostitutes  are  religious  and  the  Catholic  girls 
would  not  think  of  working  on  Good  Friday, 
nor  the  Jewish  girls  on  Yom  Kippur.  Many 
Catholic  girls  go  to  Mass.  It  is  the  same  with 
the  pimps.  While  they  are  negligent  of  their 
religion,  they  observe  the  holidays  and  fre- 
quently go  to  church  on  the  important  religious 
days.  Most  of  those  I know  have  a good  deal  of 
respect  for  religion.  All  of  them  admit  that 
while  religion  is  a good  thing,  they  don’t  live 
up  to  it,  but  when  they  die  they  want  the  priest, 
preacher  or  rabbi  near  them.  Perhaps  10  per 
cent,  are  avowed  free-thinkers  and  genuine 
atheists. 

Politics — 

With  Paul  they  say,  “ ‘I  am  all  things  to  all 
men’  whereby  I might  win  some.”  The 
majority  of  pimps  as  well  as  racketeers  are 
instinctively  Democrats,  simply  because  they 
think  that  the  Democrats  are  more  liberal  and 
more  in  favour  of  an  open  town,  but  the  name 
of  a politician  doesn’t  mean  anything  to  them. 
They  are  for  the  Mayor  or  the  Alderman  or  the 
Committeeman  who  will  give  them  a “break.” 
If  they  can  get  an  “in”  they  will  not  only  vote 
and  repeat  for  any  politician  but  they  will  con- 
tribute liberally  and  fight  for  him.  They  will 
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act  as  sluggers  or  ballot  box  robbers  without 
hesitation.  If  they  can  place  the  politician 
under  obligation  to  them  they  will  see  that  the 
precinct  or  ward  is  carried  by  hook  or  by  crook. 
They  are  liberal  contributors  to  campaign 
funds.  They  always  contribute  to  the  two 
parties  that  have  the  best  chances  to  win.  And 
when  they  favour  a politician  they  expect  their 
reward,  and  are  not  slow  to  remind  the  elected 
politicians  of  all  the  good  they  have  done  for 
them. 

They  are  usually  busy  during  election,  and 
the  vice-lord  or  the  fixer  can  count  upon  them 
for  all  kinds  of  help.  I recently  saw  a political 
parade  and  amongst  the  marchers  counted  over 
one  hundred  pimps  and  their  love-ladies.  Some 
of  them  are  pretty  good  speakers  and  all  of 
them  good  vote  solicitors.  Politics  is  a big 
issue  in  their  lives  and  they  are  always  hoping 
that  some  day  they  will  be  able  to  elect  a man 
who  will  give  them  a “break.”  Pimping  thrives 
in  an  open  town  or  a city  where  protection  can 
be  cheaply  bought.  Not  a few  politicians  go 
into  office  under  deep  obligation  to  the  pimp, 
and  politicians  are  notorious  for  double-crossing 
the  vice  crowd.  They  will  promise  everything 
under  heaven  and  then  when  they  get  into 
office  will  not  hesitate  to  repudiate  their 
promises. 

Some  of  the  so-called  gangster  murders  are 
committed  because  of  this.  The  men  who 
make  the  big  promises  and  take  the  money  for 
campaign  funds  are  usually  not  the  politicians 


ENVIRONMENT 


171 


themselves,  but  some  of  their  hangers-on,  and 
when  one  fails  to  make  good  the  pimp  is  not 
reluctant  to  show  him  “where  he  gets  off  at.” 

The  pimp's  colleagues — The  “Ropers,”  the 
“Keepers,”  and  the  “ Fixers ” — • 

We  mentioned  the  fact  that  “a  place  of  busi- 
ness” is  not  enough  to  make  money.  You  have 
to  have  customers,  and  these  days  with  so  many 
loose  ladies  scattered  about  and  so  many  men 
broke,  patrons  are  not  so  easy  to  get,  and  so 
one  of  the  largest  issues  with  the  pimp  is  “to 
get  the  business.”  He  is  a “gentleman”  and  is 
reluctant  to  do  common  ordinary  work,  nor 
does  he  particularly  like  to  solicit  business 
himself.  Of  course,  in  a pinch  he  will  do  it, 
but  he  prefers  to  let  the  other  fellow  get  the 
customers  and  he  will  split  with  him.  In  the 
vice  areas  there  are  workers  known  as  “Ropers” 
whose  business  it  is  to  rope  in  customers.  They 
stand  in  front  of  a joint  and  say  “Come  up  boys, 
we  have  ten  lovely  girls  upstairs  who  will  take 
care  of  you.”  The  roper  may  work  openly  or, 
if  the  town  is  “hot”  (police  are  active)  , he  will 
talk  quietly  with  good  prospects,  or  he  may 
distribute  cards.  Sometimes  the  pimp  is  the 
roper.  He  will  let  it  be  known  in  the  cigar 
stores,  pool  rooms,  drug  stores  and  restaurants 
that  there  is  a good  joint  at — South  Indiana 
Avenue,  and  will  generally  drop  the  hint  that 
when  you  go  into  the  joint  you  should  ask  for 
Peggy,  “She  is  a fine  broad  and  will  take  good 
care  of  you.”  Often  the  newsboy  on  the  corner 
acts  as  the  roper. 
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Taxicab  drivers  are  notorious  ropers.  Most 
of  the  “wise-guys”  when  they  get  into  a town 
or  a community  where  the  “line”  is  unknown, 
will  say  to  the  taxicab  driver,  “Taxi,  take  me 
to  a house  where  there  are  some  girls.”  And 
the  taxicab  driver  drives  them  to  the  house. 
He  usually  gets  a liberal  tip  from  the  customer 
and  a liberal  tip  from  the  girl.  In  many  towns 
the  taxicab  driver  makes  more  money  from 
the  “line  loads”  than  he  does  from  legitimate 
business.  Bell  boys  are  also  notorious  ropers. 
Many  pimps  have  been  graduated  from  this 
class.  A guest  in  a hotel  will  ask  the  bell  boy 
where  he  can  get  a girl,  and  in  some  of  the 
second-class  hotels  the  bell  boys  will  find  a 
hustling  girl  in  the  hotel  and  bring  her  direct 
to  the  guest’s  room.  In  some  of  the  better 
hotels  the  procedure  is  different,  and  the  bell 
boy  will  give  the  “hungry”  guest  a card  with 
his  name  on  it,  and  he  will  go  to  the  joint  or 
flat. 

Waiters  in  cabarets  and  bartenders  in  taverns 
may  also  give  addresses  to  the  eager  inquirer. 
Clerks  in  stores,  and  even  policemen,  some- 
times act  as  ropers.  All  those  mentioned  are 
close  friends  of  the  pimp,  and  in  the  under- 
world news  that  a pimp  has  a girl  in  a joint  or 
in  a flat  travels  quickly. 

The  pimp  may  be  the  keeper,  but  often  he 
is  not.  The  pimp  must  be  on  good  terms  with 
the  keeper,  because  jobs  are  scarce,  and  the 
business  is  temporary.  If  the  pimp  is  a friendly 
sort  of  a guy  and  knows  a lot  of  ropers  and  can 
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send  the  keeper  business,  so  much  the  better 
are  his  chances  for  getting  his  girl  placed. 
There  are  a few  keepers  who  dislike  pimps, 
and  don’t  like  to  have  them  about,  but  as  a 
rule  the  keeper  and  pimps  are  as  thick  as 
thieves. 

Sometimes  the  pimp  is  the  “Fixer,”  but 
usually  not.  The  fixer  takes  care  of  the  pro- 
tection, and  the  pimp  must  be  on  good  terms 
with  him.  Often  the  fixer  is  a big  shot  in  the 
political  world  and  is  not  only  able  to  give  his 
girl  protection  but  to  help  him  out  when  he  or 
his  girl  gets  pinched.  The  fixer  has  an  “in” 
with  the  local  police  and  is  supposed  to  be 
valuable  in  the  court  room.  He  is  also  sup- 
posed to  possess  inside  information  that  he  can 
hand  on  to  the  pimp  when  a police  raid  is 
expected.  Often  it  is  true  that  when  a house 
is  about  to  be  raided  the  keeper  will  have 
warning  in  plenty  of  time  for  girls  to  make  a 
“get-away,”  or,  as  is  often  the  case  in  a house 
employing,  say,  five  girls,  he  will  let  four  of 
them  get  away  and  only  one  will  be  there  when 
the  police  arrives. 

The  Bondsman — 

Pimps  are  seldom  bondsmen,  either  for  them- 
selves or  their  girls.  Raids  and  arrests  and 
pick-ups  are  common  experiences  in  the  life  of 
pimps  and  prostitutes,  and  they  must  have  a 
bondsman  ready  day  and  night.  Some  sporting 
houses  provide  bondsmen  for  all  of  their 
working  girls  and  customers.  This  is  where  a 
part  of  their  “10  per  cent,  cut”  is  supposed  to 
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go.  When  a house  is  raided  and  the  girls  are 
taken  to  the  police  station,  the  keeper  of  the 
joint  sends  his  bondsman  down  and  he  gets 
everyone  out  on  bail.  The  bondsman  usually 
charges  $10  for  each  case.  In  the  case  of  an 
arrest  for  soliciting  on  the  street  or  being  an 
inmate  of  a house  of  prostitution,  the  bonds 
might  be  $50  or  $100  cash  or  $500  or  $1,000 
real  estate.  In  a State  case  the  bonds  might 
be  set  at  from  $2,000  to  $5,000  in  real  estate. 
The  bonds  in  the  case  of  a keeper  or  a pimp 
who  would  be  booked  for  pandering  might  be 
set  at  anywhere  from  $1,000  to  $10,000. 

When  the  girl  is  a “lone  wolf'’  working  the 
streets  or  in  a flat,  or  in  a joint  that  has  not 
arranged  for  bonds,  it  is  the  pimp’s  business  to 
go  out  and  scout  up  a bondsman.  Around  the 
Morals  Court  and  vice  areas  are  many  bonds- 
men who  specialize  in  bonds  for  prostitutes  and 
inmates,  which  would  include  males.  It  is  not 
a particularly  serious  thing  if  a hustling  girl  or 
the  inmate  of  a disorderly  house  jumps  a bond. 
At  best  the  defendant  would  be  discharged, 
and  at  worst,  he  would  be  given  a small  fine, 
and  usually  the  bondsman  can  have  this  fixed 
up  without  any  pecuniary  loss.  Every  pimp 
is  more  or  less  intimate  with  the  bondsman,  and 
usually  his  credit  is  good  with  him.  He  is  able 
by  telephone  to  say  to  the  bondsman,  “My  girl 
was  pinched  over  on  Sheridan  Road,  and  is 
over  at  the  Morals  Court;  get  her  out  on  bond 
and  I will  fix  you  up  in  the  morning.”  Some- 
times when  the  bond  is  only  $50  or  $100,  he 
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puts  up  the  cash,  although  he  has  a number  of 
objections  to  doing  this.  If  the  police  tell  the 
judge  that  the  pimp  has  $100  cash  bond  up, 
he  is  apt  to  get  lined  or  the  police  may  want  to 
get  their  “cut”  out  of  it,  so  he  lets  the  pro- 
fessional bondsman  do  the  honours. 

In  Chicago  and  many  other  cities  new 
difficulties  have  arisen  making  the  question  of 
bonds  rather  serious.  If  a girl  is  arrested  for 
soliciting  or  being  an  inmate  she  is  taken  to  the 
police  station  and  transferred  to  the  Women’s 
Detention  Home.  She  is  not  permitted  to  get 
a bond  as  soon  as  she  is  booked.  The  new 
health  department  regulations  require  that  all 
prostitutes  be  given  a medical  examination 
first,  and  if  she  is  arrested  at  night  she  has  to 
stay  in  the  cell  until  the  next  morning,  when 
she  is  brought  to  the  health  department  and 
given  an  examination  for  venereal  disease. 
Examination  is  thorough,  and  may  be  repeated 
as  many  as  six  times.  Obvious  indications  of 
syphilis  result  in  compulsory  regulation  to 
hospital. 

So  the  girl  and  her  pimp  live  in  mortal  terror 
of  getting  caught  at  the  examination.  Here  is 
where  the  bondsman  and  the  fixer  come  in. 
They  are  supposed  to  have  influence  with  the 
health  department,  and  they  tell  the  pimps 
that  “If  the  girl  gets  pinched  I’ll  see  that  she 
gets  a clean  bill  of  health  at  the  health  depart- 
ment.” None  of  them  really  has  any  influence 
at  the  health  department,  but  they  take  extra 
fees  for  “fixing”  just  the  same,  and  nine  times 
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out  of  ten  they  are  successful,  not  because  they 
fix  the  health  department,  but  because  nine 
girls  out  of  ten  are  free  from  any  infection  that 
would  permit  the  health  department  to  hold 
them. 

Bonds  often  become  a more  serious  matter 
when  the  pimp  is  arrested.  When  the  average 
pimp  is  “picked  up”  he  is  taken  to  the  Bureau 
of  Identification,  the  B.  of  I.  as  it  is  called. 
They  hold  him  for  from  twenty-four  to  forty- 
eight  hours  without  bonds.  The  police  ques- 
tion him,  look  up  his  records,  and  often  finger- 
print him.  After  the  police  are  through  with 
him  they  set  his  bonds  as  high  as  $2,000  or 
$5,00°,  or  perhaps  more,  and  his  girl  is  obliged 
to  go  out  and  scout  up  the  money  for  a bonds- 
man. The  cost  of  bonds  in  cases  like  this  runs 
from  5 to  10  per  cent.  A thousand  dollar  bond 
would  cost  $50,  and  a $5,000  bond  would  cost 
a couple  of  hundred.  I have  seen  prostitutes 
beg,  borrow,  lie  and  steal  in  order  to  get  bonds 
for  their  loving  men. 

All  bondsmen  are  more  or  less  fixers,  and 
many  of  them  have  considerable  power.  I 
have  seen  a bondsman  call  up  the  police 
station  from  his  office,  and  tell  the  police  to 
release  this  or  that  pimp.  Also,  the  police 
may  set  the  bonds  at  $5,000  and  the  bondsman 
get  it  reduced  to  $1,000.  Many  have  a tre- 
mendous influence  with  the  judges,  and  can 
get  a bond  signed  or  reduced  just  for  the 
asking.  There  is  no  question  that  a consider- 
able part  ol  the  money  paid  by  the  vice  crowd 
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goes  to  the  bondsmen,  and  some  of  it  slips 
through  their  fingers  to  the  police  and  court 
attaches. 

II  a pimp  is  picked  up  on  a vice  charge  or 
even  a suspect  charge,  it  is  when  there  is  a 
round-up  of  suspects  by  the  police,  for  one  of 
the  first  men  the  squad  will  pick  up  is  the  pimp. 
He  will  be  held  as  a suspect,  and  examined, 
and  maybe  “shown  up”  at  the  bureau.  If  a 
murder  has  been  committed  or  there  has  been 
a hold-up  in  a restaurant,  or  a robbery  of  a fur 
store  at  night,  or  a stick-up  along  some  dark 
street,  and  a witness  says  he  saw  two  smooth- 
shaven,  sallow,  well-dressed  young  men  run- 
ning from  the  scene  of  the  crime,  everybody 
who  fits  that  category  and  who  is  known  to  be 
in  any  kind  of  a racket  will  naturally  be  picked 
up,  and  as  most  pimps  more  or  less  fit  that 
description,  they  will  be  caught  in  the  net. 

Tommy,  a Well-known  gangster,  who  has 
been  listed  as  an  “enemy  of  society,”  was 
recently  arrested  on  a robbery  “rap.”  His 
bonds  were  placed  at  $50,000,  and  his  girl, 
Irene,  by  “sale”  and  many  other  diverse  means 
succeeded  in  raising  the  wherewithal  with 
which  to  “spring”  Tommy.  The  life  of  a 
pimp  is  either  coming  from  or  going  to  jail, 
and  I have  seen  some  who  had  a side  line  of 
some  sort  of  crime  being  out  on  several  different 
kinds  of  bonds  at  once.  A great  many  pimps 
jump  their  bonds,  and  often  leave  their  girls  to 
carry  the  load,  that  is,  the  girls  must  raise  the 
money  to  satisfy  the  bondsmen.  Often  a 
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bondsman  will  refuse  to  stand  good  for  a pimp 
unless  his  girl  will  back  him.  Oh,  bonds,  what 
crimes  are  committed  in  thy  name!  Recently 
we  have  had  a number  of  men  plead  guilty  to 
murder  whose  excuse  for  the  crime  was  that 
they  wanted  to  raise  some  money  in  order  to 
pay  a bondsman  or  hire  a lawyer. 

Recreation  and  amusements — 

The  pimp  is  supposed  to  be  a gentleman  of 
leisure,  but  between  his  woman,  the  police  and 
his  “business”  more  of  his  time  is  consumed 
than  is  generally  supposed.  Besides  the  time 
devoted  to  sports  and  culture  they  sometimes 
have  idle  time  on  their  hands.  Like  the  farmer 
who  sat  on  the  fence  and  replied  to  a question, 
“What  do  you  do?”  by  answering  “Sometimes 
I sets  and  think,  and  sometimes  I just  sets.” 
You  see  pimps  sitting  around  the  lobbies  of 
hotels,  or  their  apartments,  just  sitting.  Maybe 
some  of  them  are  wondering  how  they  can 
make  a little  crooked  money.  But  to  sit 
around  or  rather  stand  around  in  front  of  a 
hotel,  usually  of  the  best  kind,  and  look  pretty 
is  no  small  job.  The  better  class  all  have  cars, 
and  instead  of  sitting  around  they  ride  around. 
They  are  always  going  somewhere,  and  they 
are  as  busy  as  bees. 

We  have  said  that  the  pimp  likes  to  go  to  a 
good  show.  Also  he  likes  to  go  to  the  movie. 
Usually  one  or  twice  a week  he  takes  his  giri 
with  him,  more  often  some  other  girl  he  is 
trying  to  make.  He  is  an  explorer  always 
seeking  for  new  conquests.  And  it  takes  time 
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to  land  a girl  these  days.  The  hustlers  are  not 
so  dumb  and  they  need  attention. 

Pimps  are  social,  and  they  like  to  visit  and 
receive  visitors.  Usually  on  Sunday  night  after 
the  girl  has  finished  work  they  take  in  a cabaret, 
and  this  requires  time  and  money.  If  he  is  a 
habitual  drug  addict  most  of  his  time  is  given 
over  to  “making  connections”  and  using  the 
stuff.  If  he  is  a booze  hound,  well  that’s  a day’s 
work  in  itself.  Many  pimps  are  pleasure 
smokers.  They  gather  in  some  hop  joint  and 
smoke  a pipe  of  opium  just  for  pleasure.  Many 
pleasure  smokers  are  “hooked”  before  they 
know  it.  That  is,  they  start  to  smoke  a pipe 
just  to  while  away  an  evening,  and  then  find 
they  can’t  sleep  or  be  happy  without  hitting 
the  pipe  every  day. 

Many  pimps  have  the  “Wanderlust.”  In 
some  it  is  pronounced  to  the  extent  of  being  a 
“dromo-mania”;  they  go  from  town  to  town 
with  their  girls,  locating  a spot  to  work  in, 
watching  out  for  the  bulls,  and  making  the 
acquaintance  of  fixers  who  will  give  them  pro- 
tection. Some  pimps  are  typical  travelling 
salesmen.  They  are  in  New  York  one  week, 
Detroit  the  next,  Cleveland  the  next  and  two 
weeks  later  are  making  the  Pacific  Coast  towns. 
Those  who  follow  the  ponies  go  to  the  cities 
where  the  races  are  in  session  and  put  their 
girls  to  work  in  some  joint  near  the  track.  There 
are  many  pimps  who  claim  they  haven’t  a 
moment  to  spare,  that  they  are  just  doing  this 
and  that.  They  are  like  the  tramp  who  was 
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asked,  “Why  don’t  you  work?”  His  terse 
answer  was  “Lady,  I haven’t  got  time  to  work. 
It  takes  all  my  time  getting  something  to  eat.” 
And  with  many  pimps  it  takes  all  of  their  time 
to  get  by  and  to  keep  out  of  the  hands  of  the 
law. 

Drink — 

No  Y.M.C.A.  worker  can  afford  to  say,  “I 
drink.”  And  few  pimps  can  afford  to  say,  “I 
don’t  drink.”  Consequently,  they  are  liberal 
patrons  of  taverns,  and  always  keep  a small 
supply  of  excellent  liquor  in  their  room, 
although  during  prohibition  they  were  afraid 
to  do  so.  The  police  are  constantly  making 
visits,  and  if  they  found  liquor  in  the  old  days 
they  could  make  out  a case  of  “possessing 
liquor”  against  him.  Even  to-day  the  pimp 
must  be  careful;  if  a large  quantity  of  spirits 
is  found  in  his  possession  he  may  be  charged 
with  selling  liquor  without  a licence. 

For  the  same  reason  most  thoughtful  pimps 
refuse  to  carry  a “gat”  or  have  one  in  their 
home.  Many  of  them  do  have  “gats”  handy 
and  often  plant  their  revolvers  in  their  auto- 
mobiles. The  police  find  it  rather  difficult  to 
make  out  a case  when  they  find  a gun  in  the 
automobile.  The  pimp  can  swear  that  it  isn’t 
his,  and  he  didn’t  know  it  was  there. 

Amongst  the  amusements  of  pimps  we 
mustn’t  forget  the  joy  of  shopping.  Pimps  have 
an  effeminate  streak  in  them  and  love  to  go 
shopping  in  the  better  shops,  that  is,  when 
they  are  not  patronizing  a fence.  It  is  quite  a 
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joy  for  the  pimps  to  buy  their  girls’  clothes  and 
trinkets.  Another  pastime  of  the  pimp  is 
chasing  some  prospect.  He  rides  down  the 
boulevard  and  when  he  sees  a lovely  girl  with 
a suggestive  walk  his  generous  heart  is  touched 
and  he  offers  the  lady  a ride,  and  then,  maybe, 
a sandwich  and  a drink,  and  plenty  of  suave 
talk.  If  the  girl  gives  any  indication  of  being 
a good  prospect  he  will  cultivate  her  acquaint- 
ance and  devote  considerable  time  to  her.  I 
know  a lot  of  pimps  whose  only  recreation  is 
hunting  women. 

The  fact  that  the  woman  has  a husband,  or 
a family,  or  another  pimp,  does  not  detract 
from  the  enjoyment.  They  like  competition, 
and  they  love  to  boast,  “I  took  Nellie  from  her 
husband,  or  Sally  from  a jig  pimp.” 

Crime — 

The  pimp  may  be  more  or  less  a criminal. 
Let  us  not  forget  that  there  are  many  pimps, 
largely  of  the  “coffee-and”  variety,  who  do 
nothing'but  pimp.  They  devote  all  their  time 
to  their  women.  But  humouring  a woman  is 
no  job  for  an  active  man,  and  there  is  no  big 
money  in  it,  not  even  if  he  has  three  or  four 
girls,  so  he  naturally  turns  his  creative  genius 
toward  fields  where  there  is  remuneration  con- 
sistent with  his  ability.  And  mind  you,  many 
pimps  have  ability,  and  never  forget  that  it 
takes  just  as  much  brains  to  be  a successful 
pimp  or  prostitute  as  it  does  to  be  a successful 
money-lender  or  stenographer.  In  the  old 
days,  the  racket  that  intrigued  most  pimps  was 
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bootlegging.  It  was  the  most  profitable  and 
least  hazardous  of  all  the  forms  of  crime,  conse- 
quently we  found  a great  many  pimps  boot- 
1 egging.  Some  were  attached  to  a syndicate 
and  some  worked  on  their  own  hook.  But  it 
was  rather  dangerous  to  work  on  your  own 
hook,  especially  if  you  were  doing  much  busi- 
ness  For  if  the  “bottlegging  gang”  got  wind 
o the  fact  that  a pimp  had  worked  up  a big 
business  in  Scotch  or  Bourbon  he  would  be  paid 
a friendly  visit  and  told  that  “If  he  don’t  join 
the  mob  he’ll  ‘go  south’  or  ‘take  a little  ride.’  ” 
The  newspapers  have  emphasized  this  fact  too 
often  for  us  to  enlarge  upon  it  now.  Now  that 
the  “silk  stocking”  trade  buys  most  of  its 
liquor  from  legal  sources,  leaving  retail  boot- 
leggmg  confined  to  the  cheap  trade  of  social 
outcasts  and  foreigners,  few  pimps  find  it  a 
profitable  racket.  Occasionally,  one  is  asso- 
ciated with  one  of  the  syndicates  engaged  in 
smuggling  and  cutting  liquor,  which  is  later 
distributed  through  legal  outlets.  However, 
most  pimps  have  been  demoted  to  petty  crime5 
Many  are  “dips”  (pickpockets),  “boosters” 
(shop-lifters),  and  petty-larceny  thieves.  Some 
are  forgers,  embezzlers,  burglars,  con-men, 
automobile  thieves  and  fences.  Receiving  and 
selling  stolen  goods  is  quite  common  among 
pimps.  & 

Legitimate  work — 

The  prostitute  frequently  says  “My  man  is 
legit,  he  works  hard  every  day,”  and  this  is 
often  tiuc.  Most  of  the  legitimate  occupations, 
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however,  are  either  directly  or  indirectly 
associated  with  the  racket.  A pimp  may  be 
gainfully  employed  as  a hotel  clerk,  bell  boy, 
elevator  boy,  usually  in  a second-class  hotel  in 
a sporting  neighbourhood,  or  may  be  a waiter 
or  a cook  in  a restaurant  patronized  by  the 
sporting  element.  Often  they  are  taxicab 
drivers,  private  chauffeurs,  and  I have  seen  a 
good  many  of  them  who  were  mechanics,  tin- 
smiths, carpenters,  or  even  labourers.  Most  of 
the  pimps  who  work  “legitimately”  have 
amateur  hustlers  or  girls  who  don’t  earn  much. 
Big  money  and  work  don’t  usually  go  together. 

“ Sisters-in-law ” — 

When  a pimp  has  one  girl  he  refers  to  her  as 
his  “broad,”  “heart,”  “lover”  or  “woman.” 
When  he  has  two  or  more  girls,  his  “heart”  and 
the  gang  on  the  street  refer  to  the  other  girls  as 
“sisters-in-law.”  The  question  is  often  asked 
“How  can  a pimp  have  three  or  four  girls 
working  for  him?”  The  public  can  understand 
how  a woman,  if  she  loves  a man  might  possibly 
get  into  a state  of  mind  where  she  is  willing  to 
sell  her  body  in  order  to  keep  his  love,  but  they 
have  great  difficulty  in  understanding  why  a 
group  of  women  would  work  and  degrade 
themselves  for  one  man.  Nevertheless,  for  a 
man  to  have  plural  sweethearts  is  quite  com- 
mon. Nearly  everybody  has  someone  among 
his  friends  who  has  two,  four  or  even  six  sweet- 
hearts, and  that  doesn’t  seem  so  surprising  or 
shocking.  Variety,  plural  lovers,  polygamy 
are  nothing  new.  Pimps  are  not  responsible 
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for  it.  Long  before  they  were  heard  of  men 
were  dividing  their  love  and  attention. 

Personality — ‘ C/P’ — 

Most  of  the  attributes  possessed  by  pimps  will 
be  found  in  many  other  men.  If  there  is  any 
one  characteristic  or  charm  that  pimps  have 
that  is  not  possessed  by  the  usual  run  of  man 
it  is  that  certain  unknown  thing  that,  for  the 
want  of  a better  name,  we  label  “specific 
personality,”  or  “It.” 

We  have  mentioned  the  fact  that  the  pimp 
has  dark  eyes.  To  say  dark  does  not  describe 
it.  He  has  eyes  that  emanate  something. 
When  he  looks  at  a woman  he  does  something 
to  her.  Call  it  hypnosis  if  you  will.  It  may  be 
black  magic,  it  may  be  the  power  of  the  devil, 
but  it  is  something  that  women  sense  or  fear 
and  cannot  get  away  from.  I have  seen  a pimp 
come  into  a crowded  roomful  of  fifty  people 
and  look  around,  and  have  seen  the  girls  of 
loose  morals  shiver  and  flush  and  get  nervous, 
begin  to  fix  their  hair,  cross  their  legs  and  look 
at  the  pimp  as  a bird  does  at  a snake.  Without 
a word  or  a gesture  he  does  something  to  these 
women.  And  not  once  but  many  times  have 
I seen  women  make  some  excuse  to  go  over  and 
talk  to  the  man,  knowing  full  well  that  he 
would  ask  them  for  their  telephone  number  and 
a date. 

When  the  prostitute  sees  this  type  of  man 
often  she  will  ask  for  an  introduction,  and 
sometimes  without  any  apparent  rhyme  or 
reason  will  say  to  him,  “Daddy,  will  you  be  my 
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man?  I want  you  to  spend  my  money.  I don’t 
care  if  I can’t  see  you  only  one  night  a week. 
I want  you.  Daddy,  you  are  my  heart,  I love 
you.  Daddy,  please  take  me!”  Besides  this 
glory  of  his  eye  the  pimp  has  a charm,  a some- 
thing in  his  body  that  arouses  passion  in  the 
souls  of  women.  They  feel  his  vibration.  They 
sense  his  power.  Often  they  can’t  help  but 
surrender.  And  after  he  spends  the  night  with 
one  of  them  he  not  only  possesses  her  body  but 
her  soul.  She  is  his  as  long  as  the  magic  spell 
works.  Not  only  his  when  he  is  present,  but 
his  when  they  are  separated. 


CHAPTER  XII 

The  Pimp  and  the  White  Slave  Traffic 

It  is  more  than  thirty  years  since  the  Inter- 
national Congress  for  the  Suppression  of  the 
White  Slave  Traffic  was  started.  A quarter  of 
a century  ago  when  the  preachers,  reformers 
and  the  ladies  from  the  W.C.T.U.  were  stirring 
the  world  with  their  terrible  story  of  the 
poverty  and  misery  and  wretchedness  caused 
by  drunkenness,  the  young  ladies  in  boarding 
schools  and  the  farmer’s  daughters  were  walk- 
ing on  their  tip-toes  and  looking  shyly  back 
over  their  left  shoulders  waiting  for  some 
terrible  white  slaver  to  pounce  upon  them. 

Basil  Tozer  in  his  story  of  A Terrible  Life  says, 
“Do  you  know  that  a few  years  ago  there  were 
over  twenty  thousand  traders  in  girls  in  the 
State  of  New  York  alone,  and  thousands  of 
cadets.” 

The  Department  of  Justice,  in  a recent 
annual  report,  shows  that  the  number  of 
prisoners  sent  to  Atlanta,  Leavenworth,  Mc- 
Neil’s Island,  and  Chillicothe  for  violation  of 
the  Mann  Act  (White  Slavery)  \ 

Prisoners  at  the  beginning  of  year 
„ received  during  the  year 
,,  released  during  the  year 
,,  in  prison  at  close  of  year 
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These  statistics  prove  what  all  observers  of 
commercial  vice  have  agreed  upon,  viz.,  that 
white  slavery  in  America  is  a negligible  and 
fast-disappearing  evil. 

Men  are  no  less  amorous,  nor  are  women 
more  virtuous  than  they  were  in  the  good  old 
days  in  the  past.  Recently,  I addressed  a 
group  of  suburban  chiefs  of  police  on  the 
subject  of  vice,  and  I laid  down  a rule  so  that 
the  chief  of  police  could  determine  the  amount 
of  extra-marital  sexual  activity  that  men  and 
women  indulge  in.  This  was  the  rule  that  I 
gave  them:  Men  and  women  indulge  in  extra- 
marital sex  contacts  according  to  their  capacity 
and  opportunity,  but  their  desire  is  modified 
by  their  sense  of  loyalty  to  their  loved  ones  and 
their  ethical  standards.  The  majority  of  the 
men  and  many  of  the  women  I have  met  have 
varietistic  tendencies  and  promiscuous  desires. 

In  the  good  old  days  when  a woman  had  a 
pre-marital  contact  she  was  “ruined.”  To-day 
it  takes  more  than  a sex  contact  outside  of 
marriage  to  “ruin”  a woman  of  character  and 
intelligence.  Among  the  moralists  a married 
woman  who  slipped  because  of  weakness  or 
desire  for  gain  was  an  adulteress,  a wicked 
woman  and  had  outraged  society  and  her 
husband  and  “was  no  better  than  a prostitute.” 
For  good  or  for  evil  this  is  no  longer  true,  and 
the  modern  husband  and  the  enlightened 
public  are  willing  to  pass  over  a married 
woman’s  indiscretions  just  as  they  are  a 
man’s. 
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White  slavery  can  exist  only  amongst  a 
benighted  and  unintelligent  though  highly 
moral  civilization.  White  slavery  has  been 
lessened,  not  because  of  the  Mann  Act,  or  the 
International  Congress  for  the  Suppression  of 
the  White  Slave  Traffic,  or  the  activities  of 
reformers  or  preachers  or  the  severe  sentences 
of  the  judges,  but  because  women  have 
developed  in  their  social,  economic  and  intel- 
lectual life.  They  learned  that  they  had  a 
right  to  vote,  bob  their  hair,  shorten  their 
skirts,  to  live  and  love,  and  whether  the 
moralists  like  it  or  not  they  have  learned  that 
they  have  a right  to  have  “their  experiences,” 
“their  flings,”  and  that  experience  is  a great 
teacher.  They  have  not  only  learned  to  protect 
themselves  from  the  machinations  of  the  White 
Slaver,  but  they  have  learned  that  a girl  is  not 
a fallen  woman”  if  she  has  an  extra-marital 
contact  and  is  not  an  “untouchable”  if  she  has 
had  a child  without  the  sanction  of  the  Church 
and  the  State.  They  have  learned  that 
although  they  may  have  had  unpleasant  experi- 
ences and  stupid  affairs  they  may  still  be  worth- 
while human  beings  and  possess  character  and 
intelligence.  They  have  learned  to  protect 
themselves  from  venereal  diseases  by  the  use  of 
prophylaxis,  and  against  undesired  mother- 
hood by  birth-control  methods. 

The  preachers  may  thunder  against  the 
modern  woman,  and  threaten  hell’s  fire;  the 
select  “good  women”  may  deny  her  a place  at 
her  table;  the  law  may  occasionally  take  her 
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in  its  net;  but  the  modern  woman  with  experi- 
ence, character,  intelligence  and  a desire  for  a 
decent  life  will  be  given  a place  in  every  honest, 
intelligent  society. 

The  time  is  not  so  far  past  when  a girl  could 
not  hold  a job  if  it  were  known  in  the  office  or 
factory  that  she  had  a boy  friend  with  whom 
she  was  intimate.  Among  modern  business 
men  this  is  no  longer  true.  The  average  busi- 
ness man  prefers  an  intelligent,  capable  steno- 
grapher who  has  the  interest  of  his  business  at 
heart  and  the  brain  to  help  him  make  money, 
even  if  she  does  have  a lover,  to  a “virtuous” 
stenographer  who  is  inefficient  and  whose  chief 
interest  is  her  church. 

In  most  of  the  modern  hospitals,  except  the 
religious  ones,  the  superintendent  is  willing  to 
overlook  a student  nurse’s  indiscretion  if  she 
has  intelligence,  character,  and  a desire  to  be 
decent.  Those  who  do  not  may  have  the 
comfort  of  knowing  that  they  are  encouraging 
prostitution.  My  files  show  that  about  5 per 
cent,  of  prostitutes  were  expelled  from  hospitals 
because  they  slipped  while  being  student 
nurses.  Often  the  man  was  on  the  hospital 
staff. 

It  is  significant  that  pimps  seldom  if  ever 
succeed  in  “enslaving”  an  intelligent  woman. 
By  intelligent  we  mean  a woman  who  has  some 
character  and  understanding  of  life.  Many 
pimps  are  able  to  make  temporary  contacts 
with  splendid  women,  but  just  as  soon  as  these 
women  learn  that  their  friends  are  pimps  or 
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desire  to  exploit  them  they  quickly  get  rid  of 
them. 

Let  me  cite  three  cases  illustrating  the  fact 
that  intelligent  women  never  become  the  dupes 
of  pimps: 


CASE  NO.  I — BACHELOR  GIRLS 

In  a rooming  house  on  the  Near  North  Side 
of  Chicago  lives  a group  of  eleven  girls.  All  of 
them  were  born  in  Illinois  and  graduated  from 
the  same  high  school.  Seven  of  them  have  had 
a whole  or  partial  college  education.  Three 
went  in  for  commercial  art,  two  for  music,  and 
the  balance  hold  responsible  positions  in  the 
business  world.  They  are  all  well-paid  workers; 
their  average  weekly  income  is  about  $35. 

These  girls  live  and  dress  well.  They  attend 
dances,  take  in  the  literary  and  radical  lectures 
in  the  North  Side  forums,  are  popular  and  have 
a lot  of  company.  They  are  prolific  readers 
and  their  library  contains  books  on  psychology, 
philosophy  and  sex.  For  the  past  five  years  I 
have  been  the  physician  and  friend  and  con- 
fidant of  these  girls.  Eight  of  these  eleven  girls 
have  let  down  the  moral  barriers  and  have  had 
sex  contacts  with  their  sweethearts.  Four  of 
them  have  become  pregnant  and  had  abortions. 
Two  have  had  gonorrhoea.  Several  pimps  have 
made  the  acquaintance  of  these  girls,  and  have 
tried  by  hook  and  by  crook  to  ensnare  the  girls, 
but  have  been  unsuccessful.  Several  of  the 
girls  are  marked  varietists  and  one  of  them  has 
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had  four,  one  seven  and  another  nine  lovers 
over  a period  of  years. 

In  the  circle  in  which  these  girls  travel  they 
are  highly  respected.  Nearly  everybody  takes 
it  for  granted  that  they  have  had  experience, 
and  as  far  as  I can  see  this  has  not  interfered 
with  their  position  in  society,  or  their  ability 
to  earn  a living.  The  three  girls  who  are 
apparently  virgins  through  choice  are  not 
regarded  any  more  highly,  nor  are  their  oppor- 
tunities for  acquiring  a husband  any  greater. 

In  this  group  of  eleven,  three  of  the  girls  have 
married.  The  three  had  had  previous  sex 
experience  and  their  husbands  knew  about  it, 
accepted  it  as  inevitable,  and  have  settled  down 
to  a decent  married  life. 

The  point  that  I desire  to  make  is  that 
immorality  does  not  necessarily  lead  to  a 
woman’s  acquiring  a pimp.  Pimps  can  only 
snare  and  hold  women  of  a certain  type. 

CASE  NO.  II — “FREE  LOVE” 

In  a far- Western  State  there  has  existed  for 
the  last  forty  years  an  anarchist  colony  in 
which  free  love  is  believed  in  and  practised.  I 
have  visited  this  colony  on  and  off  for  a quarter 
of  a century.  I have  watched  the  children 
grow  up  to  have  children  of  their  own.  This 
colony  has  been  stigmatized  by  the  press  as 
being  a godless,  lawless,  “free-love  colony.” 
During  the  McKinley  administration  the 
Government  took  away  the  post-office  privilege. 
It  is  true  that  many  members  of  the  colony  were 
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opposed  to  marriage  and  lived  in  free  union, 
and  brought  up  children  who  knew  that  their 
parents  were  not  legally  married.  More  or  less 
indiscriminate  sex  relations  were  indulged  in 
by  colonists,  whether  any  more  or  less  than  in 
a conservative  community  of  like  population 
I cannot  say,  but  this  I do  know — that  none 
of  the  girls  developed  into  prostitutes  and  not 
a single  boy  became  a pimp.  In  the  forty  years 
only  one  man  has  disgraced  the  colony  by  anti- 
social activities,  and  that  was  a young  man 
who  betrayed  a comrade  to  a detective  agency. 
The  betrayed  man  was  a fugitive  from  justice 
who  had  taken  part  in  a labour  struggle. 

There  were  three  girls  brought  up  in  this 
colony,  beautiful,  athletic,  fair-haired  girls. 
They  swam  naked  with  the  boys,  heard  free 
love  and  anarchism  discussed,  were  familiar 
with  the  labour  movements.  As  they  reached 
puberty  they  fell  in  love  with  some  of  the  boys, 
and  when  they  were  about  sixteen  they  all  had 
sex  contacts.  One  of  them  between  sixteen 
and  twenty-one  had  half-a-dozen  affairs.  She 
studied,  worked,  and  took  her  place  in  the 
world  as  a useful  citizen.  She  settled  down 
with  a man  to  have  a home  and  raise  a family. 
Neither  she  nor  her  lover  was  disgraced,  dis- 
heartened, or  bothered  by  the  girl’s  previous 
experience.  They  have  a beautiful,  happy  life, 
and  are  looking  forward  to  everything  that  a 
virgin  and  a celibate  who  have  just  married 
and  started  a home  look  forward  to. 

The  second  sister  left  the  colony  to  go  East 
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to  school.  While  there  she  had  contact  with  a 
student.  Soon  after  that  she  went  to  work  as 
a servant  in  a small  city.  Suddenly  she  took 
ill  and  the  family  she  worked  for  called  the 
doctor,  who  diagnosed  the  case  as  gonorrhoea. 
The  family  had  her  sent  to  the  hospital  and 
notified  the  juvenile  authorities.  The  social 
workers  and  the  juvenile  investigators  case- 
recorded  her.  They  notified  her  parents  and 
sent  her  back  home  to  her  folks.  Her  parents, 
who  were  radicals  and  intelligent  people,  took 
her  to  their  hearts,  comforted  her,  made  little 
of  the  situation,  and  now  the  girl  is  back  at 
school  living  a happy  student’s  life. 

The  third  sister  had  an  affair  with  a man  she 
thought  she  loved,  discovered  it  was  calf  love, 
philosophically  commented  that  it  was  all  a 
part  of  life,  and  is  working  hard  every  day 
living  the  life  of  an  intellectual,  hoping  some 
day  to  find  a real  mate  she  can  settle  down 
with. 

The  pimp  and  the  white  slaver  can  no  more 
do  harm  to  these  three  girls  than  the  preacher 
or  the  reformer  can  do  them  good.  They  live 
on  a high  intellectual  standard.  They  have 
well-marked  social  consciousness  and  are  pre- 
pared to  pay  their  way  through  life;  and  while 
sex  is  an  exciting  experience,  it  is  not  the  most 
important. 

The  following  case  illustrates  what  brains 
can  do  for  a woman,  who,  although  she  is  a 
prostitute  and  has  a pimp,  never  permits  herself 
to  become  enslaved: 
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case  no.  iii — Katharine’s  story 

“I  was  an  orphan  raised  by  a sweet  old- 
fashioned  aunt  who  became  alarmed  at  my 
desire  for  dancing  lessons  when  I was  eleven, 
and  sent  me  off  to  a convent  where  I stayed 
until  I was  sixteen.  When  I left  the  Sisters  I 
had  acquired  a fair  education,  but  I was  piti- 
fully ignorant  of  life.  Full  of  health  and 
youthful  aspirations,  I found  life  among  my 
prim  aged  relations  too  stifling  to  endure,  so 
after  a few  weeks  at  home  I ran  away.  It  wasn’t 
long  before  the  thrill  of  my  adventure  wore  off, 
and  I was  terribly  frightened  at  what  I had 
done.  I got  a job  for  $10  a week,  but  I was 
afraid  of  the  strange  city  and  being  alone. 
Many  times  I longed  to  go  back  home,  but  my 
stubborn  pride  kept  me  from  it.  When  a 
good-looking  man  came  along  and  told  me  I 
was  the  only  one  in  the  world  it  was  a most 
natural  thing  for  me  to  fall.  He  gave  me 
friendship,  affection  and  flattery,  and  together 
with  the  fact  that  I had  never  associated  with 
the  opposite  sex  and  was  being  entirely  over- 
come with  the  happiness  of  my  first  sweetheart, 
he  soon  had  his  way  with  me,  and  with  his 
promise  to  marry  me  I went  to  live  with  him. 
It  wasn’t  long  before  he  was  pointing  out  well- 
dressed  flashy  women  on  the  street  and 
explaining  the  oldest  profession  in  the  world. 

“It  gradually  dawned  upon  me  that  he  was 
taking  so  much  pains  to  instruct  me  that  he 
must  have  a sinister  motive  in  his  mind. 
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“This  man  tolcl  me  he  was  a baker,  but  I 
found  out  that  he  was  after  easy  money  and 
wanted  to  be  a pimp.  As  soon  as  I realized  the 
man  was  no  good  I moved  out  of  his  room  when 
he  was  not  at  home.  I went  to  a different  part 
of  the  town. 

“I  worked  at  different  jobs  and  tough  luck 
followed  me  around,  and  before  long  I found 
out  I was  pregnant  and  had  gonorrhoea.  A 
midwife  performed  an  operation  and  I got 
blood  poisoning.  I was  carried  out  of  my  room 
in  an  attic  to  a charity  hospital.  I stayed  there 
ten  weeks,  and  when  I came  out,  broke,  weak, 
disgusted  and  disillusioned,  I couldn’t  find  a 
job  right  away.  I had  to  do  something  imme- 
diately, and  I thought  of  what  he  told  me.  I 
thought  because  I had  sinned  once  I was  a 
fallen  woman  for  ever. 

“I  went  to  a sporting  house  Earl  had  told  me 
about.  I interviewed  the  landlady  and  she 
told  me  I was  too  young.  Earl  had  given  me 
all  the  details  and  I told  her  I was  over 
eighteen.  I got  the  job.  I worked  there  about 
six  months,  saved  a few  hundred  dollars.  I 
was  disgusted  with  the  life  and  gave  it  up  and 
took  up  nurse’s  training  and  stayed  in  the 
hospital  over  a year.  The  Sisters  of  Charity 
found  out  I had  been  a hustler  through  one  of 
the  internes  who  had  been  a customer  at  the 
house  where  I had  worked.  The  Super- 
intendent of  Nurses  called  me  into  her  office 
and  said,  ‘I  cannot  expel  you,  but  I must  ask 
you  to  resign  on  account  of  your  past.’ 
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“I  went  back  to  the  same  house  and  met  a 
man  who  appealed  to  me.  I needed  com- 
panionship. He  had  a good  job,  was  lucky  at 
gambling,  and  had  a wife  and  two  kids.  He 
gave  me  money  and  did  what  he  could  to  make 
things  easy  for  me.  His  business  closed  up  for 
the  summer,  he  lost  in  gambling  and  I helped 
him  out  with  the  money  I earned  hustling. 
That  seemed  fair  to  me.  I was  with  him  three 
years  and  it  was  give  and  take. 

“My  next  man  was  Fred,  a racketeer.  He 
was  a boatswain  who  sailed  in  the  merchant 
marine.  He  made  three  or  four  trips  to  Europe 
and  smuggled  in  narcotics  and  sold  them  to 
wholesalers.  He  would  make  from  $500  to 
$2,000  dollars  for  a trip,  and  between  trips  he 
hijacked,  stole,  and  operated  con-games,  and 
he  was  lucky  and  got  away  with  it.  I was  better 
taken  care  of  with  him  than  with  any  other 
man.  He  didn’t  care  whether  I hustled  or  not. 
I finally  had  to  leave  him  because  he  got  on 
dope  and  became  a maniac. 

“My  last  man  is  a working  man  and  I don’t 
know  whether  he  is  a pimp  or  not.  He  knows 
I hustle  and  is  content  to  have  me  do  so.  If  I 
didn’t  he  couldn’t  take  care  of  me.  He 
gambles  a lot  and  is  broke  most  of  the  time, 
and  whenever  I have  a little  money  I like  to 
help  him  out. 

“I  smoke  and  drink  a good  deal,  have  had 
syphilis  and  gonorrhoea,  been  arrested  more 
times  than  I can  count.  I expect  I will  end  up 
by  bumping  off  in  another  ten  years. 


WHITE  SLAVE  TRAFFIC 


197 


“Most  of  the  girls  I have  known  and  worked 
with  have  pimps  who  work  at  something,  at 
least  part  of  the  time.  It  is  a matter  of  give 
and  take  for  them  both. 

“I  get  no  sexual  pleasure  out  of  my  work.  I 
have  to  love  a man  in  order  to  be  thrilled,  unless 
I am  drunk,  and  at  certain  times  in  the  month 
if  I like  a man  I can  get  a kick  out  of  being  kind 
to  him. 

“Serving  men  all  day  is  a very  tiresome  work. 
It  is  not  a healthy  tiredness,  but  a despairing 
tiredness.” 


CHAPTER  XIII 

The  Pimp,  the  Keepers  and  the  Keepers'  Helpers 

Time  brings  changes,  even  in  the  wholesale 
sex  business,  and  the  pimps’  modern  business 
methods  are  a little  different  from  what  they 
were  in  the  last  decade.  Concentration  of 
capital,  the  centralization  of  industry,  the 
locating  of  business  where  the  largest  crowds 
are,  the  chain  store  idea  and  the  neighbourhood 
branches  have  all  been  adopted  by  the  pimp 
and  his  associates. 

The  pimp  is  seldom  the  keeper  of  a house  of 
prostitution,  at  least  not  in  the  beginning  of  his 
career.  Keepers  are  a species  unto  themselves. 
In  the  bad  old  days  the  keeper  was  the  madam, 
a tough  old  bird  who  controlled  the  bodies  and 
was  supposed  to  control  the  souls  of  the  girls 
who  worked  for  her.  A madam  had  a house 
often  palatial.  She  had  five  or  a dozen  girls 
working  for  her.  She  bought  their  clothes. 
The  girls  ate  and  slept  in  her  house,  and  were 
seldom  able  to  leave.  It  was  supposed  that 
these  women  wore  expensive  gowns  and  they 
were  always  in  debt  to  the  madam.  The  old 
madam  was  supposed  to  buy  her  girls  from 
procurers. 

The  modern  keeper  is  a business  man. 
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Commercialized  sex  is  a shifting  business,  and 
the  landlord  always  has  a temporary  lease,  even 
if  he  owns  the  building.  The  most  successful 
keeper  that  I know  in  Chicago  owns  or  has  the 
lease  on  a large  hundred-room  hotel  on  the 
West  Side.  Sometimes  he  works  with  ten  or 
twenty  women.  He  is  frequently  raided,  and 
he  has  what  Wilkie  Collins  describes  as  “a 
hole  to  jump  into.”  If  the  police  close  his 
place,  his  clerks  or  ropers  will  tell  the  prospec- 
tive customers  to  go  over  to  his  other  joint  on 
another  street,  and  if  that  is  harassed  by  the 
police  the  customer  will  be  advised  to  go  over 
to  still  another  street,  and  so  on.  He  has  had 
more  than  twenty-five  different  spots  in  the 
last  year  with  never  more  than  two  going  at 
one  time.  I was  at  one  joint  when  the  police 
were  smashing  up  his  furniture,  and  at  the 
same  time  his  agents,  who  were  across  the  street 
looking  on,  were  telephoning  the  other  joint  to 
get  ready  for  business. 

Recently  the  Illinois  Vigilante  Association 
wrote  a letter  to  the  Chief  of  Police  informing 
him  that  in  a certain  district  open  prostitution 
was  flourishing  in  four  houses  in  one  square 
block.  The  Chief  of  Police  ordered  these 
houses  closed  and  the  patrolmen  were  ordered 
to  go  into  these  houses  every  thirty  minutes 
day  and  night  and  see  that  no  prostitution  was 
carried  on.  The  Chief’s  orders  were  carried 
out  to  the  letter,  and  prostitution  was  sup- 
pressed in  these  places,  but  the  landlord  opened 
up  four  more.  That’s  all  in  the  tricks  of  the 
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trade,  and  here  is  where  the  pimp  becomes  a 
handy  man.  He  can  help  get  the  new  place 
ready.  He  can  help  direct  customers.  He  can 
keep  the  girl  company  until  the  new  location  is 
ready.  For  instance,  business  is  going  good  in 
a joint,  the  keeper  gets  a tip  that  the  squad  is 
in  the  neighbourhood.  The  girls  are  told  to 
make  a quick  get-away.  They  get  into  their 
street  clothes  and  run  over  to  a neighbouring 
drug  store  or  a soft  drink  parlour,  and  they  sit 
there  until  they  are  notified  by  ’phone  or  by  a 
runner  to  go  over  to  the  new  “spot.”  When  the 
new  house  is  in  order  they  go  there.  It  is  not 
unusual  for  the  girls  to  work  in  three  or  four 
houses  in  the  same  evening. 

In  most  houses  of  prostitution  arrangements 
are  made  for  quick  get-aways.  They  always 
have  a front  and  a back  entrance,  and  when- 
ever it  is  possible  business  is  conducted  on  the 
main  floor  so  that  the  girls  can  jump  out  of  the 
windows.  The  houses  often  have  fire  escapes 
for  the  girls  to  run  down,  and  often  are  equipped 
with  ladders  that  permit  them  to  go  up  to  the 
roof  and  on  to  adjoining  buildings.  I have 
seen  girls  who  were  injured  or  who  broke  their 
legs  and  arms  jumping  out  of  windows  or  off 
roofs  trying  to  make  a get-away. 

Many  sporting  houses  that  the  owners  con- 
sider a good  “spot”  are  equipped  with  what  the 
vice  crowd  call  “get-aways.”  These  get-aways 
are  hiding  spots,  built  in  panels  in  the  wall  or 
false  basements,  behind  closets  or  on  the  roof. 
They  are  arranged  so  that  the  girls  can  lie 
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down  flat  on  a false  floor  or  stand  up  between 
the  walls  or  lie  in  the  garrets  beneath  rubbish. 
The  cleverness  that  some  of  the  keepers  exercise 
in  building  get-aways  not  only  baffles  the 
police,  but  would  make  a good  architect 
wonder  how  a hiding  place  for  six  girls  could 
be  built  in  an  apparently  impossible  space. 

There  are  many  kinds  of  keepers.  In  the 
large  cities  the  most  common  type  is  one  who 
runs  an  apparently  second-  or  third-class  hotel 
— a hotel  with  twenty-five  or  fifty  rooms.  He 
usually  has  a number  of  legitimate  guests  who 
are  not  over  particular  where  they  live.  He 
will  have  a few  girls,  and  the  customer  will 
come  up  and  he  will  take  him  into  a parlour 
where  these  girls  are  sitting  around.  The 
customer  will  choose  a girl  and  go  to  a room. 
If  things  are  a little  hot  in  a town  and  the 
police  are  active,  the  man  will  come  up  and 
register  and  be  given  a room  and  the  clerk  will 
send  a girl  to  his  room.  Often  in  these  hotels 
the  clerk  and  the  manager  will  deny  to  the 
stranger  that  there  are  any  4 Tor  sale”  women 
in  his  hotel,  and  the  customer  will  have  to 
make  his  business  arrangements  with  the  bell 
boy.  In  most  hotels  it  is  impossible  to  do 
business  with  the  front  office.  The  manager 
and  clerks  will  deny  everything.  But  if  the 
man  registers  quietly  and  doesn’t  look  sus- 
piciously like  a policeman  or  a stool-pigeon,  a 
word  and  a tip  to  the  bell  boy  will  bring  him  a 
girl. 

Many  of  these  small  hotels  belong  to  the  so- 
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called  vice  syndicate.  They  hire  their  women 
through  the  vice-lords  and  arrange  for  police 
protection  through  him  or  a common  fixer. 
When  one  of  these  hotels  needs  girls  the  keeper 
goes  to  the  vice-lords  and  says  he  needs  two  or 
half-a-dozen  girls.  The  vice-lord  is  always  in 
touch  with  the  pimps,  and  the  pimps  arrange 
to  send  their  girls  over  to  the  hotel. 

The  keepers  of  these  hotels  bear  the  brunt  of 
the  burden.  They  must  stand  for  the  pinch 
and  run  the  risk  of  having  their  hotels  closed 
by  the  abatement  law  or  placarded  by  the 
health  department  for  harbouring  venereally 
infected  women.  The  vice-lord  and  the  fixer 
are  always  in  the  background  and  seldom 
molested. 

The  keeper  of  this  type  of  hotels  must  depend 
upon  others  for  getting  business,  and  whenever 
it  is  possible  the  keeper  hires  a roper.  The 
roper  stands  at  the  door  and  solicits  business  or 
passes  cards  or  distributes  literature  as  has  been 
described  before.  Besides  a roper  the  keeper 
needs  an  alert  clerk,  one  who  can  smell  a 
policeman  coming  up  the  steps,  and  throw  a 
drunk  down  the  steps.  Often  the  clerk  in  the 
hotel  is  a pimp.  Whether  the  pimp  is  a clerk 
or  a roper  or  a keeper  he  is  a valuable  adjunct 
to  the  business. 

In  1896,  in  Antwerp,  I met  a type  of  keeper 
or  padrone  we  occasionally  meet  in  America. 
He  was  a great  big,  jovial  type  of  host,  and  he 
enjoyed  seeing  his  guests  dine  and  wine,  and 
after  they  had  their  stomachs  filled  he  helped 
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them  to  select  a girl  and  escorted  the  girl  and 
the  customer  to  the  room  and  shook  hands 
with  them  and  wished  them  a happy  night. 
Let  us  inject  a little  psychology  here.  There 
are  some  keepers  and  many  pimps  who 
thoroughly  enjoy  seeing  their  patrons  properly 
“entertained.”  That  is  a sort  of  a paternal 
complex  that  is  possessed  by  many  men.  It  is 
quite  common  among  a low  element  of  men 
that  when  one  has  a pleasant  experience  with  a 
woman  he  wants  to  have  his  friends  enjoy  the 
same  pleasures.  This  may  be  an  old  survival 
of  the  primitive  host  idea,  “Be  kind  to  the 
stranger  within  thy  gate,”  or  “Oh,  that  my 
saviour  were  your  saviour  too.”  Police  activity 
does  not  permit  this  type  of  man  to  develop 
very  fast  in  most  civilized  cities.  As  with  every 
other  type  of  business,  the  geniality  of  the  pro- 
prietor and  his  ability  to  satisfy  his  customer 
will  be  the  measure  of  his  success. 

One  of  the  most  common  types  of  keeper  in 
the  large  cities  at  this  period  is  the  massage 
parlour  owner.  Often  the  owner-keeper  is  a 
woman  who  has  a husband  or  a man  in  the 
background,  and  not  infrequently  has  a pimp. 
These  massage  parlours  are  often  located  in 
stores  on  the  prominent  streets,  in  flats  and  in 
large . office  buildings.  Some  of  the  most 
prominent  office  buildings  in  the  large  cities 
contain  these  joy  institutes,  and  a keeper  who 
is  discreet  and  who  knows  how  to  hand  out 
judiciously  can  get  by.  On  the  same  floor 
where  my  office  was  for  several  years  there  was 
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a massage  parlour  with  six  girls  who  served  the 
public  for  three  years  before  they  took  a 
tumble.  The  manager  never  permitted  the 
pimps  to  hang  out  in  the  institution,  but  one 
day  I was  called  upon  to  protect  one  of  the 
masseuses  who  was  being  beaten  up  by  her 
pimp  for  not  coming  across. 

The  pimps  take  to  this  kind  of  a joint,  as  little 
capital  is  needed  and  often  the  girls  get  most  of 
what  they  earn.  The  best  feature  about  it  is 
they  are  able  to  get  by  for  a while  without 
buying  protection. 

In  the  saloon  and  bootlegging  joints  pro- 
prietors are  often  keepers.  When  men  quench 
their  thirst  for  alcohol  they  develop  an  appetite 
for  women,  and  many  a saloon-keeper  has 
found  it  extremely  profitable  to  put  in  women. 
It  is  said  that  with  women  about  men  drink 
more  and  better,  and  with  men  about  women 
drink  more  and  worse.  In  most  of  the  recent 
exposes  of  the  master  bootlegger  it  has  been 
found  that  they  sold  not  only  booze  but  also 
sex.  The  early  prohibitionists  had  a pretty 
good  idea  when  they  said,  “If  we  can  close  the 
saloons  we  can  stop  a good  deal  of  prostitution.” 
To  the  everlasting  credit  of  mankind  there  are 
a great  many  men  who  could  not  possibly  buy 
sex  pleasure  unless  they  were  half-stewed,  and 
to  the  everlasting  discredit  of  many  women 
they  could  not  possibly  have  contact  with  men 
unless  they  were  first  in  the  arms  of  Bacchus. 

One  of  the  serious  aftermaths  of  Repeal  is 
the  tremendous  increase  in  the  number  of 
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women  drinking  at  the  bars  of  post-prohibition 
taverns.  England  has  always  had  many 
women  patronizing  taverns,  but  in  America  it 
was  a rarity  to  see  a woman  in  a saloon.  Now, 
just  as  smoking  has  become  universal  for  men 
and  women,  so  has  drinking  in  taverns.  This 
has  increased  the  number  of  prostitutes  who 
solicit  in  taverns.  With  the  closing  of  many 
joints  and  an  increase  in  police  enforcement 
against  street  solicitation,  many  women  seek 
customers  at  the  bar. 

Competition  between  taverns  is  bitter.  Many 
proprietors  have  learned  that  a couple  of  pretty 
girls  sitting  before  the  bar  will  act  as  very 
powerful  magnets  to  draw  patrons  from  his 
less  progressive  competitor  next  door.  These 
girls  smile  at  the  men,  suggest  a drink  or  two, 
and  are  paid  by  the  tavern  keeper  in  pro- 
portion to  the  number  of  drinks  the  men  buy. 

Ordinarily,  the  drinks  they  receive  are  much 
weaker  than  those  served  to  regular  customers. 
Even  so,  they  consume  large  quantities  of 
liquor,  and  frequently  become  chronic 
drunkards.  Furthermore,  in  order  to  do  their 
job  well,  they  must  permit  the  men  who  buy 
them  drinks  to  paw  them  about.  Many  a girl 
who  would  hesitate  to  enter  a bedroom  with  a 
man,  loses  her  timidity  after  a few  nights  of 
tavern  drink  solicitation. 

This  form  of  recruiting  station  probably 
supplies  most  of  the  newcomers  in  the  trade  at 
present.  The  women  can  justify  herself  by 
saying,  “I  was  drunk  at  the  time.”  Later,  she 
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will  admit  frankly  that  she  can  make  as  much 
money  in  one  trick  as  she  could  in  an  entire 
evening  of  drinking.  The  indignities  of  prosti- 
tution are  not  nearly  so  great  as  the  pawing 
conducted  in  taverns.  Finally,  she  is  not  nearly 
so  sick  the  next  morning  as  she  would  be  after 
a healthy  drunk. 

I once  asked  a keeper  of  a house  of  prostitu- 
tion how  he  got  his  customers,  how  he  adver- 
tised his  business.  He  answered,  “That’s  a 
cinch.  Men  take  to  women  like  ducks  do  to 
water,  and  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  let  it  be 
known  that  there  are  women  for  sale.  If  you 
have  a great  big  parlour  house  they  will  come 
to  it.  If  you  have  a rotten,  smelly  basement 
they  will  come  also.  If  you  have  a joint  in  a 
ship  forty  miles  out  in  the  sea  men  will  also 
come.  If  they  don’t  come  one  day  they  will 
come  the  next  day.  Women  have  got  some- 
thing men  want,  and  they  will  go  through  hell 
to  get  it,  and  they  will  pay  any  price.  We  don’t 
worry  about  getting  customers,  all  that  bothers 
us  is  that  the  police  and  the  reformers  won’t  let 
the  customers  get  to  us,  and  you  know  a pleased 
customer  is  the  best  kind  of  advertising.” 

The  moment  a sporting  house  locates  in  a 
neighbourhood  the  hungry  men  soon  find  out 
about  it  one  way  or  another.  Street  soliciting 
is  common  in  every  city,  though  not  nearly  so 
common  in  America  as  it  is  in  Europe.  In 
London  I have  seen  more  than  two  hundred 
women  in  one  square  block.  In  Berlin  and 
Paris  I have  met  hundreds  of  street  walkers  in 
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an  evening.  Street  soliciting  is  pretty  much 
tabooed  in  our  large  cities,  but  it  exists.  The 
street-walker  may  have  her  own  apartment  to 
which  she  brings  her  men.  The  pimp  is  usually 
handy  to  look  after  her,  but  often  she  brings 
her  “sucker”  to  a second-  or  third-class  hotel, 
or  if  she  is  a higher  type,  she  goes  to  a first-class 
hotel.  It  is  possible  for  a clever  woman,  if  she 
knows  the  ropes,  to  get  into  practically  any 
hotel.  It  is  very  easy  to  find  a handbag,  give 
it  to  the  John  and  tell  him  to  go  to  the  hotel 
and  register  as  John  Smith  and  wife.  The  lady 
does  not  have  to  go  to  the  desk  herself,  but 
waits  in  the  lobby  and  then  they  go  to  their 
room. 

The  sporting  house  is  the  most  popular  of  all 
of  the  different  houses  of  pleasure,  because  it  is 
the  cheapest  and  the  safest.  If  a man  goes  to  a 
well-known  joint,  he  can  be  assured  of  pro- 
tection. 

Every  abode  is  used,  including  automobiles 
and  ships,  and  when  the  airship  develops  I 
suppose  that  also  will  be  used. 
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The  Four  Horsemen;  How  a Group  of  Pimps 
Became  Social  Workers 

The  Fates  have  been  kind  to  me.  I have 
been  permitted  to  travel  in  many  parts  of  the 
world.  I have  had  the  opportunity  of  seeing 
many  experiments  in  helping  the  unemployed 
and  anti-social  groups  ; of  participating  in  the 
activities  of  religionists,  reformers  and  revolu- 
tionists who  were  attempting  to  better  the  lot 
of  social  outcasts;  but  by  far  the  most  interest- 
ing, spectacular,  and  worthwhile  effort  to  help 
men  that  I have  ever  witnessed  took  place  here 
in  Chicago  in  1924. 

In  Grand  Boulevard,  Chicago,  there  was 
located  an  old  hotel.  It  is  an  imposing  stone 
structure,  with  seventy-five  rooms.  It  was 
built  at  the  time  when  the  neighbourhood  was 
fashionable  and  aristocratic.  When  the  influx 
of  Negroes  came,  the  hotel,  like  everything  else 
in  the  neighbourhood,  began  to  deteriorate, 
and  in  the  course  of  events  became  a sporting 
house. 

In  the  Fall  of  1924,  the  hotel  was  a most 
successful  sporting  house.  It  was  run  by  four 
men,  who  were  known  as  “ The  Four  Horsemen ,” 
and  said  to  be  one  of  the  strongest  vice  syndi- 
cates on  the  South  Side. 
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Most  of  the  other  large  sporting  houses  in 
the  district  had  been  closed,  but  this  hotel 
flourished.  It  had  about  forty  girls  working  on 
different  shifts,  and  they  took  care  of  more  than 
1,000  men  daily.  It  was  also  a gambling  joint. 
The  bookmakers  carried  on  a thriving  business, 
the  card-sharks  and  the  crap-shooters  came 
there  in  droves,  and  many  of  the  crooks  made 
it  their  hangout.  Every  girl  hustling  at  the 
hotel  had  a pimp,  and  the  little  restaurant  in 
the  basement  of  the  hotel  was  the  pimps’  head- 
quarters. Many  of  the  better  grades  of  dope- 
fiends  hung  around,  and  it  was  always  possible 
to  get  an  invitation  to  a “pipe”  party.  Moon- 
shine was  not  to  be  had,  but  if  you  had  the 
price  and  were  known,  you  could  buy  good 
whisky. 

The  newspapers,  the  police,  reform  organiza- 
tions, and  the  “respectable”  elements  of  the 
neighbourhood  made  a concentrated  drive  on 
the  hotel.  The  Negro  landlord,  when  asked  in 
court,  “How  much  money  did  you  pay  for  the 
hotel?”  answered,  “I  paid  $18,000  down”; 
and  “What  is  your  business,  and  where  did 
you  get  the  money  to  buy  the  hotel?”  replied, 
“I’m  a waiter  on  the  Rock  Island  Railroad — 
this  is  money  I saved  from  tips.” 

In  November,  1924,  the  hotel  was  raided  by 
the  police  eighteen  times.  On  one  of  the  raids 
the  inmates  were  fined  $1,048.  The  Govern- 
ment indicted  one  of  the  Four  Horsemen  for 
selling  booze.  The  landlord  started  suit  for 
possession.  The  Chief  ordered  policemen  to 
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stand  in  front  of  the  hotel  and  not  permit  any 
women  to  go  in.  The  Four  Horsemen  fought 
against  tremendous  odds.  Finally  they  were 
overcome  and  had  to  give  up  the  business. 
The  last  Tuesday  night  in  November,  after  my 
lecture  at  the  Chicago  Medical  College,  I 
dropped  in  at  the  hotel  to  see  the  Four  Horse- 
men. For  months  I had  been  making  weekly 
visits,  and  examining  all  the  girls,  for  I was  the 
official  physician.  I found  the  Four  Horsemen 
and  a group  of  the  boys  in  the  “racket”  sitting 
around  the  fireplace,  singing  the  “Blues.” 

“What’s  the  matter,  Sol?”  I inquired. 

“What’s  the  matter?  Oh,  joy  and  gladness! 
In  thirty  days  we  were  pinched  twenty  times. 
One  night  we  were  pinched  three  times.  The 
lawyers  and  the  Morals  Court  made  a hole  in 
our  bankroll  that  you  could  put  a Derby  hat 
into.  The  Government  is  trying  to  make 
arrangements  for  me  to  spend  two  summers  in 
Atlanta.  The  ponies  are  running  backwards, 
every  guy  that  we  owe  a dollar  to  has  sent  three 
collects.  There’s  400  ‘Johns’  come  to  this  door 
every  day,  all  begging  us  to  let  them  see  the 
girls  but  the  ‘bulls’  won’t  let  them  in  the  door. 
What’s  the  matter?  The  only  thing  the  matter 
is  that  the  place  hasn’t  burned  down.  If  we 
could  get  rid  of  this  joint,  we’d  be  happy.  The 
rent  and  expenses  are  forty  bucks  a day,  and 
we  can’t  make  a nickel.” 

“Yes,”  piped  Mike,  “we  got  a right  to  sing 
the  ‘Blues.’  We  got  three  cases  coming  up  in 
court  to-morrow:  one  in  the  Morals  Court,  one 
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in  the  Civil  Court,  the  landlord’s  suing  for 
possession,  and  the  Federal  Authorities  are 
bidding  for  our  service.  Doc,  don’t  you  want 
a good  hotel?  I’ll  give  it  to  you!” 

I said,  “Do  you  really  mean  to  say  you  will 
give  me  the  hotel!  If  you  mean  what  you  say, 
I will  take  it  and  turn  it  into  a flophouse  for  the 
hobos.  The  Municipal  Lodging  House  won’t 
open,  and  there  are  thousands  of  men  homeless 
and  shelterless.” 

Phil,  an  ex-police  sergeant,  who  was  regarded 
as  a “fixer,”  said,  “Doc,  if  you’ll  take  this  hotel 
from  us,  we’ll  not  only  give  you  the  rent  free, 
with  light  and  heat,  but  we’ll  throw  in  the  bell 
boys,  janitor,  and  if  you  want  it  for  the  hobos, 
we’ll  feed  the  guests,  all  free.” 

“Sure,  take  the  hotel,”  said  Abe.  “We’ll  get 
even  with  the  landlord  for  trying  to  put  us  out.” 

I said,  “Gentlemen,  I’d  be  very  happy  to 
have  this  hotel  and  use  it  for  hobo  head- 
quarters, but  you  think  the  matter  over.  I will 
come  back  to-morrow  night,  and  if  you  are 
willing,  we  will  fill  it  with  hobos.” 

The  next  evening  I called  on  the  Four  Horse- 
men and  they  were  not  only  willing,  but 
anxious,  to  turn  the  hotel  over  to  me. 

I saw  my  friend,  Joel  Hunter,  at  the  United 
Charities,  and  told  him  to  send  all  his  hobo 
applicants  to  the  hotel.  I also  went  to  see  Mr. 
Reynolds,  the  Director  of  the  Counsel  of  Social 
Agencies,  and  he  sent  word  to  all  the  agencies 
dealing  with  homeless  men  to  send  applicants 
to  our  place. 


212  THE  SECOND  OLDEST  PROFESSION 

At  the  Hobo  College  I found  a group  of  men. 
I said,  “Boys,  do  you  want  a good  bed  and 
meals?  If  so,  meet  me  at  nine  o’clock  on  Green 
and  Madison  Streets,  and  we  will  take  you  over 
there.”  I also  sent  to  Muggsy’s  flophouse  and 
said,  “Have  you  got  any  guys  around  here  who 
can’t  afford  to  pay  for  a flop?  I’ve  got  a good 
place  for  them.” 

At  the  Helping  Hand  Mission,  the  Cathedral 
Mission,  the  Bible  Rescue  Mission,  Hogan's 
Flop,  and  other  hangouts  for  penniless  hobos, 
I came  in  with  the  glad  tidings.  “Any  of  you 
fellows  need  a good  bed?  We  will  give  you 
supper  and  breakfast  too,  free.  Meet  me  at 
Madison  and  Green  Streets.” 

About  a hundred  hobos  assembled  on  Madi- 
son Street,  and  tall  John  Loughman,  the  King 
of  the  Soap  Boxers,  a man  who  was  loved  by 
all  the  hobos,  led  the  crowd  down  to  the 
elevated  station  and  they  filled  two  cars. 

The  Four  Horsemen  and  their  hangers-on 
were  sitting  in  the  parlour  singing  some  more 
“Blues.”  They  never  dreamed  of  taking  me 
seriously.  When  they  saw  a hundred  raggedy, 
miserable  hobos  march  up  the  steps  they  were 
nonplussed  for  a moment,  but  they  were  used 
to  raids,  and  in  a few  moments  they  set  about 
to  give  the  guests  a royal  welcome. 

I sent  my  wife  and  a number  of  the  hobos 
over  to  the  grocery  store.  And  while  supper 
was  being  prepared  we  had  a little  meeting.  I 
made  the  address  of  welcome,  John  Loughman 
made  a fine  little  talk,  some  of  the  hobos  sang 
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and  danced,  and  a little  later  dinner  was  served 
in  the  dining-room. 

The  bell  boys  assigned  the  guests  to  their 
rooms.  Dad  Spears,  an  old  “moocher”  who 
hadn’t  slept  in  a bed  for  years,  and  who  had 
not  had  his  clothes  off  in  three  months  except 
when  he  was  in  the  workhouse,  was  assigned  to 
203 — a big  room  with  a bath.  When  Dad  saw 
the  lovely  room,  with  the  thick  Brussels  carpet 
and  the  mahogany  bed  and  bath-room,  he 
said,  “No,  I don’t  want  to  sleep  there,  I’ll  dirty 
the  bed.”  We  insisted  that  it  was  to  be  his 
room,  and  in  the  morning  we  discovered 
the  bed  untouched.  He  had  slept  on  the 
floor. 

The  hotel  was  well  furnished.  Everything 
was  clean  and  up-to-date.  Its  previous  guests 
had  had  plenty  of  money  to  pay  for  service, 
and  they  got  it.  But  the  hobos  got  the  same 
service:  clean  sheets,  baths,  comfortable  beds, 
and  bell  boy  service.  Everybody  was  satisfied 
and  happy  except  Chuck,  the  dope-fiend. 
Chuck  ’phoned  for  the  bell  boy  and  wanted 
the  mattress  changed.  He  said  that  it  was 
“too  soft.”  He  wanted  something  more  on 
the  style  of  the  beds  in  the  House  of  Correction. 
He  also  asked  if  the  management  wouldn’t 
send  him  a valet  to  help  him  undress.  Finally, 
the  hobos  were  all  put  to  bed  happy  and  com- 
fortable. The  Four  Horsemen,  a group  of 
pimps,  gamblers,  and  I,  gathered  in  the  parlour 
around  the  fireplace  again. 

“Well,  gentlemen,  how  does  it  feel  to  be 
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philanthropists,  reformers,  and  have  a free 
lodging  house?”  I asked. 

D°c>  I never  saw  anything  so  terrible  in  my 
life,  replied  Sol.  “Why,  did  you  notice,  most 
of  those  hobos  ate  as  if  they  were  starved? 
Why,  there  was  a bunch  of  kids  there.  I don’t 
believe  some  of  them  are  over  fifteen  or  sixteen. 
Do  you  mean  to  say  they  had  no  place  to  sleep 
to-night?  Why  a lot  of  those  fellows  looked  like 
working  men.  I’m  very  glad  those  boys  are 
here  to-night.” 

“Doc,  you  know  most  of  those  guys  wouldn’t 
sleep  in  the  bed.  Those  two  Irishmen  we  put 
in  304  said  that  they  were  going  to  sleep  in  the 
bed,  but  they  were  lousy  and  they  took  a good 
bath  first.  There  was  one  guy  whose  shoes  were 
about  to  drop  off  his  feet.  I gave  him  a pair  of 
mine.  I guess  they’ll  fit  him.  And  that  kid 
there  with  the  brown  sweater.  Why,  he’s  got 

a good  face.  I m going  to  try  to  get  him  a 
J°b.” 

Well,  boys,  what  are  we  going  to  get  the 
crowd  for  breakfast?”  said  Phil.  “We’d  better 
get  the  stuff  in  to-night.  Let’s  send  over  to 
the  bakery  and  get  25  dozen  doughnuts,  and 
give  them  coffee  and — ’ in  the  morning.” 

Hany,  a tall,  dark  pimp,  said,  “I’m  going  to 
take  charge  of  the  kitchen  and  look  after  the 
feeding.”  He  did  so. 

The  F< Horsemen  had  a large  sign  painted, 
Gods  Kingdom  for  Hobos— Free  Lodging 
and  Meals.”  They  stuck  the  sign  in  front  of 
the  hotel  where  all  passing  autos  could  see  it. 


THE  FOUR  HORSEMEN 


215 


The  Hobo  Kingdom  was  a great  success. 
The  first  night  we  gave  everybody  a single 
room.  The  next  night  they  slept  two  abed. 
The  third  night  there  were  two  in  the  bed  and 
three  on  the  floor.  The  fourth  night  and  every 
night  after  that  not  only  were  the  rooms 
crowded  with  homeless  men,  but  the  parlour, 
restaurant  and  corridors  were  packed  with 
sleeping  hobos. 

The  hotel  was  about  four  miles  from  Madison 
Street,  the  Hobo  District.  And  every  afternoon 
between  four  and  eight  o’clock,  you  could  see 
a line  of  weary,  raggedy  hobos  joyfully  wending 
their  way  to  the  Hobo  Kingdom.  Two  meals 
a day  were  served:  in  the  morning,  coffee  and 
doughnuts;  in  the  evening,  soup  and  bread, 
tea  and  cake. 

On  Sunday  afternoon  we  used  to  have  a 
concert.  We  had  a real  concert  with  fine 
music.  Ruth  Mills  came  down  to  sing  for  us, 
and  brought  an  accompanist,  the  Reverend 
Johnston  Myers.  The  Reverend  Anthony 
Mills  spoke  to  us.  The  best  talent  was  the  hobo 
talent.  We  had  community  singing.  It  was 
inspiring  to  hear  hundreds  of  hobos  singing 
sacred  and  sentimental  songs.  I shall  never 
forget  the  impression  I had  as  I saw  my  friend, 
the  Reverend  Edwin  Palmer,  lead  the  boys  in 
singing,  “Sweet  Adeline,  My  Adeline.”  The 
Four  Horsemen  sang  and  the  pimps  and 
gamblers  sang,  and  a group  of  prostitutes  who 
had  drifted  into  our  Sunday  afternoon  concerts, 
also  sang.  The  hobos  sang,  and  the  policemen 
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who  were  assigned  to  watch  us,  sang.  The 
crowd  forgot  they  were  social  outcasts.  Song 
had  united  them  into  one  great  family.  They 
sang  for  joy  and  were  better  for  it.  And  the 
community  was  better  for  it. 

The  Hobo  Kingdom  prospered  for  almost  a 
month.  Every  day  the  Four  Horsemen  spent 
more  than  $25  for  food,  and  every  man  who 
came  was  made  welcome  and  comfortable. 
No  questions,  no  registration.  It  was  some- 
thing new  in  the  life  of  the  hobos.  They  loved 
it.  They  knew  the  place  had  been  a sporting 
and  gambling  house,  and  there  was  something 
in  the  atmosphere  and  the  walls  that  had  an 
appeal  for  them.  The  hobos,  the  crooks,  the 
dope-fiends,  the  bums,  the  pimps,  and  the 
runaway  boys,  mingled  freely;  and,  strange  to 
say,  they  all  became  conscious  of  their  loneli- 
ness and  misery.  The  hobos  revealed  to  the 
pimps  what  was  ahead  of  the  improvident  man. 
The  racketeers  showed  the  hobos  the  hazard- 
ousness and  futility  of  trying  to  get  by  in  the 
racket. 

Who  helps  the  hobos?  Who  reforms  the 
crooks?  What  makes  men  and  women  cease 
to  do  evil  and  learn  to  do  good?  If  you  wanted 
a prostitute  or  pimp  to  quit  the  nefarious  busi- 
ness and  lead  an  honest,  decent  life,  how  do 
you  go  about  it? 

I’ve  spent  part  of  my  life  thinking  about 
these  things,  and  I’ve  seen  many  experiments 
made  in  the  effort  to  solve  these  momentous 
problems.  But  the  Four  Horsemen  and  the 
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month  of  supervising  the  house,  “God’s  King- 
dom for  the  Hobos,”  demonstrated  to  me  truly 
that  “God  moves  in  a mysterious  way  His 
wonders  to  perform.” 

If  it  is  true  that  whoever  mingles  with  vice 
and  sin  is  degraded  and  pulled  down  by  it,  it 
is  also  true  that  whoever  touches  suffering  and 
misery  and  attempts  to  alleviate  it  is  helped 
and  pulled  up  by  it. 

The  Four  Horsemen  had  been  in  the 
“racket”  most  of  their  lives.  They  had  run 
houses  and  joints  and  all  sorts  of  questionable 
resorts.  Suddenly  they  found  themselves  run- 
ning a hotel  for  homeless  men.  And  they  ran 
it  successfully.  They  gave  the  best  that  was  in 
them  to  make  the  Hobo  Kingdom  a success. 

When  they  ran  a “notch  house”  they  looked 
after  the  comfort  of  the  girls,  and  they  pro- 
tected them.  And  so  when  they  ran  the  Hobo 
Kingdom  they  looked  after  the  comfort  of  the 
hobos.  They  not  only  fed,  bathed  and  housed 
them,  but  supplied  many  of  their  material 
needs.  Harry,  the  pimp,  said,  “Most  of  these 
guys  haven’t  got  any  socks  or  underclothes  on.” 
And  soon  the  hobos  were  wearing  silk  socks, 
silk  shirts,  underwear  and  shoes  that  had  been 
given  to  them  by  the  men  of  the  underworld. 
For  the  first  time  in  my  life  I saw  the  denizens 
of  the  underworld  look  after  and  provide  for 
the  untouchables  of  the  underworld.  The  vice- 
lords, the  pimps,  the  crooks  and  the  gamblers 
became  interested  in  the  needs  of  the  hobos. 
The  hobos  were  better  for  it.  Everyone  who 


218  the  second  oldest  profession 


gives  “in  the  name  of  the  Lord  or  in  Love”  is 
better  for  it;  and  the  vice  crowd  gave  in  love 
and  in  generosity  to  these  hobos. 

It  was  the  most  humanizing  experiment  I 
ever  saw.  Pauline,  one  of  Joe’s  girls,  with 
tears  in  her  eyes,  said  to  me,  “I  wish  Joe  could 
go  to  the  Hobo  Kingdom  every  night.  He 
isn’t  smoking  the  pipe  any  more,  and  he’s  very 
kind  to  me,  and  he  wants  me  to  stop  hustling.” 

Bert,  one  of  the  pimps  around  the  hotel  who 
had  three  women  keeping  him,  quit  the  busi- 
ness and  got  a job  as  driver  on  a bread-wagon. 
Slim,  the  clerk  at  the  hotel,  got  a job  as  a 
chauffeur.  The  other  hotel  habitues  learned 
from  the  hobos  something  about  economics 
and  sociology.  They  saw  what  indolence,  lack 
of  forethought,  does  to  human  beings.  All  day 
and  part  of  the  night  there  were  discussions 
about  labour  and  ideals.  The  Hobo  Kingdom 
was  not  only  a church  and  a university  for 
many — it  was  the  melting-pot  where  hunger, 
poverty,  misery  and  degradation  of  human 
lives  were  refined  by  fire  and  transmuted  into 
ideals  for  a better  and  more  useful  life. 


CHAPTER  XV 

More  Case  Records 


The  case  records  presented  here  were  ob- 
tained in  the  following  manner:  All  of  the 
persons  concerned  came  to  my  office  as  patients 
or  friends. 

They  sat  down  in  a comfortable  room  and 
an  atmosphere  which  was  friendly  to  them, 
and  dictated  their  own  stories  in  their  own 
way.  No  coaching  was  done,  but  here  and 
there  a suggestion  was  made  advising  them  to 
stick  to  the  pimp  problem. 

I make  no  effort  to  analyze  these  stories,  or 
to  correct  misstatements.  That  some  of  these 
stories  contain  exaggerations  I admit.  In  one 
of  these  cases  the  person  has  pseudologia 
phantastica  and  another  is  a beautiful  case  of 
megalomania.  I am  taking  it  for  granted  that 
my  readers  are  intelligent  and  can  read 
between  the  lines. 

My  chief  desire  has  been  that  these  members 
of  the  underworld  tell  their  stories  in  their  own 
way. 


pete’s  story 

Pete  is  thirty-seven  years  old  and  looks  about 
twenty-five.  He  is  a Jew,  a New  Yorker  and 
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has  lived  in  Chicago  for  ten  years.  This  is  his 
story: 

“While  working  in  a bank  in  New  York  as  a 
teller  I got  acquainted  with  two  of  our  deposi- 
tors, a man  and  a woman,  who  had  always 
made  large  deposits  about  once  every  two 
weeks.  While  talking  to  them  one  day  I was 
invited  to  a party.  Being  a young  fellow,  I 
accepted  the  invitation  and  went  out  with 
them.  On  this  party  I was  asked  how  much 
money  I was  making  at  that  time.  I told  them 
that  I was  making  $25  a week,  with  a chance 
of  some  day  becoming  a cashier  or  vice- 
president  of  the  bank.  They  laughed  and 
asked  me  if  I was  going  to  spend  the  rest  of  my 
life  with  those  thoughts.  Being  surprised,  I 
passed  it  off  as  a joke,  and  a little  later  left  the 
party. 

“In  about  two  weeks  time  I was  again 
invited  to  this  couple’s  home,  and  they  started 
the  conversation  by  telling  me  that  they  had 
looked  me  up  and  found  me  to  be  O.K.  They 
thought  they  would  do  business  with  me.  I 
then  asked  them  what  they  meant.  They  told 
me  that  they  were  passers  of  fake  checks.  Being 
sort  of  shocked  I did  not  know  what  to  do. 
After  they  had  outlined  their  proposition  to 
me  I thought  it  over  and  decided  I could  make 
a whole  lot  more  money  going  into  their 
scheme  than  I would  make  in  the  next  five 
years  as  teller  in  the  bank.  The  only  reason  I 
did  this  was  because  even  at  that  early  age  I 
had  what  the  public  called  a desire  to  gamble. 
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I went  into  this  scheme  and  appropriated  for 
my  own  use  a large  sum  of  money,  and  by 
doctoring  the  books  I was  able  to  escape 
punishment  for  a long  time.  When  a crash 
finally  came  I found  myself  in  hot  water,  and 
it  looked  like  I was  finally  going  to  the  peni- 
tentiary. Through  the  goodwill  of  my  mother 
and  brothers  I was  able  to  escape  punishment, 
but  felt  so  disgraced  that  I left  the  city  at  once, 
leaving  behind  the  best  part  of  my  life. 

‘‘On  arriving  in  Philadelphia,  being  almost 
as  bad  as  a fugitive  from  justice,  and  not  being 
able  to  get  any  work,  running  short  of  funds, 
ashamed  to  write  to  my  people  for  more,  I 
started  hanging  around  Eighth  and  Race 
Streets.  I met  a fellow  by  name  of  Texas,  and 
also  Doc.  After  a few  minutes  talk  with  them, 
and  convincing  them  that  I was  all  right,  they 
told  me  that  they  might  have  something  for  me 
in  the  next  few  days. 

“Through  the  good  graces  of  the  Doc  I went 
to  work  in  a gambling  den.  While  working 
around  this  gambling  den  I met  a young  lady 
by  name  of  Dot.  After  spending  two  or  three 
weeks  with  this  girl  in  apartments  and  other 
places,  she  finally  said  to  me,  ‘Pete,  why  don’t 
you  stop  working  for  a living?  I can  give  you 
a whole  lot  more  than  you  are  making.’ 
Having  got  smarter  than  I had  been  in  the 
ways  of  the  underworld  I figured,  ‘Well,  I 
might  as  well  take  her  money  as  earn  it  myself.’ 
Having  lived  two  years  with  Dot,  going  through 
a period  of  agony,  daily  arguments,  and 
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scuffles,  I decided  that  I was  going  to  leave  her. 
When  she  found  that  I was  going  she  moved 
hell  and  earth  to  try  to  stop  me,  but  I left,  and 
came  on  to  Chicago. 

“After  coming  to  Chicago  and  hanging 
around  different  gambling  houses  and  other 
dens  of  vice,  I was  introduced  to  a young  lady 
who  was  working  on  the  ‘red  line.5  This  young 
lady,  who  was  making  quite  a lot  of  money, 
started  suggesting  to  me  that  I should  get  a 
‘stable’  and  become  a big  shot.  I tried  it,  not 
having  very  much  success  at  first,  but  finally 
acquiring  two  other  young  ladies  and  a cabaret 
entertainer.  That  was  the  end  of  the  ‘string.’ 
Having  fallen  in  love  with  the  cabaret  enter- 
tainer, I married  her  and  gave  up  the  other 
three,  and  tried  to  go  back  to  work.  After 
trying  but  not  putting  much  effort  into  finding 
a position,  I decided  that  my  best  bet  was  to 
continue  being  what  is  known  as  a pimp.  I 
obtained  a divorce  and  started  in  being  a pimp 
again. 

“During  my  ten  years  as  a pimp  I have  had 
at  least  twenty  girls  at  one  time  or  another. 
Three  was  the  most  I ever  had  at  one  time. 
I have  always  considered  it  a good  policy  to 
keep  these  girls  in  the  dark  as  to  their  sisters- 
in-law  by  telling  them  that  I was  either  peddl- 
ing whisky  or  gambling  when  I was  not  with 
them. 

“My  girls  earned  about  $100  to  $400  each, 
but  this  was  about  four  years  ago.  Now  they 
earn  on  an  average  of  $ 1 o to  $17  per  day.  My 
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expenses  for  a week  are  about  as  follows: 
Room  $15  per  week  per  person,  meals  $3  a 
day  per  person,  girl’s  things  per  month — six 
pairs  of  stockings  $1.50  each,  cosmetics  $4  per 
month,  hairdressing  and  beauty  shop  $8,  three 
dresses  $15  each,  one  pair  of  shoes  $10,  taxicab 
$10,  $15  per  week  for  protection  for  each 
policeman  who  is  on  vice. 

“A  pinch  usually  costs  me  $50,  lawyer  $15, 
bondsman  $10,  a fix  to  save  her  from  Lawndale 
$25.  My  personal  daily  expenses  are  from  $7 
to  $10  per  day. 

“After  spending  ten  years  in  the  racket  I 
have  found  it  to  be  the  most  rotten,  contemp- 
tible, unnatural  occupation  in  the  world. 
Although  I have  made  as  much  money  as  the 
average  big  executive  makes,  I have  saved 
nothing.  Having  found  myself  broke,  despised 
by  society,  hated  by  racketeers,  and  underdog 
to  the  police,  a man  who  makes  a lot  but  has 
nothing  to  show  but  bad  memories,  broken 
health,  I find  myself  looking  toward  the  future, 
and  have  decided  to  quit. 

“I  have  finally  married  a sweet  young  lady 
whom  I have  been  with  for  six  years.  I took 
her  out  of  the  racket,  settled  down,  and  am 
living  on  $50  a week,  earned  by  the  sweat  of 
my  brow,  going  to  sleep  at  night  with  no 
worries,  not  afraid  to  face  the  world,  not  afraid 
of  someone  tapping  me  on  the  shoulder,  trying 
to  shake  me  down,  not  afraid  to  face  society 
again.  I say  to  the  average  young  man  who 
at  one  time  or  another  faces  temptation  to 
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become  a pimp,  ‘Stay  out,  for  it  is  the  most 
miserable  racket  in  the  world.’  ” 

rose’s  story 

Rose  is  a beautiful  young  Italian  girl,  twenty- 
four  years  old.  She  went  to  the  fourth  grade 
in  school,  and  during  her  five  years’  hustling 
has  had  two  pimps  and  one  husband. 

“I  was  working  at  a factory  five  years  ago, 
and  one  day  when  I went  to  lunch  with  the 
other  girls  a young  man  flirted  with  me.  He 
was  a good-looking  Italian,  twenty-five  years 
old.  He  dated  me  up  for  a show.  My  father 
and  mother  objected  to  my  having  dates,  so  I 
sneaked  out  and  met  this  man,  Frank.  We 
went  to  a show  and  automobile  riding  after- 
ward, where  he  raped  me.  I was  afraid  to  go 
home  that  night,  so  went  to  a hotel  with  Frank. 

“We  lived  together  a week,  during  which 
time  we  spent  lots  of  money,  but  then  Frank 
said  it  was  all  gone  and  I would  have  to  go 
hustling  for  some  more.  He  said  he  would 
love  me  more  if  I did  this,  it  was  not  wrong, 
was  easier  than  working,  and  we  could  make 
more  money,  and  we  could  save  money  and 
retire  soon,  and  that  he  would  marry  me  any 
time.  He  said  he  would  put  the  money  in  the 
bank  in  our  names,  which  he  pretended  to  do, 
and  it  was  only  after  several  years  that  I found 
we  did  not  have  any  money.  When  I left  him 
he  had  only  $100.  The  first  seven  months  I 
worked  I earned  $200  a week,  and  after  that 
only  $100  a week.  I gave  all  this  to  Frank  and 
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he  dressed  me  and  allowed  me  $1  a day  for 
expenses.  After  I was  with  him  three  years,  I 
found  out  about  another  girl  he  was  going 
with,  and  when  I mentioned  it  he  began 
beating  me.  For  a year  I stayed  with  him, 
quarrelling  and  getting  beat-up  about  this 
other  girl,  and  then  one  day  I married  Tony. 

“Tony,  one  of  my  customers,  was  a young 
Italian  working  man.  I had  known  him  three 
weeks  when  I married  him.  He  took  me  away 
from  the  joint  and  home  to  his  people,  and  he 
supported  me,  but  he  wanted  me  to  live  with 
his  people  and  I couldn’t  get  along  with  them. 
I had  enough  bossing  at  my  own  home. 

“After  two  months,  while  at  a cabaret  with 
a girl  friend,  I met  Joe,  who  was  the  proprietor 
of  the  cabaret  and  poolroom.  I loved  him,  and 
went  to  live  with  him.  I lived  with  him  three 
months,  during  which  time  I gave  him  $300, 
as  he  had  put  me  back  in  another  house.  He 
dressed  me  better  and  allowed  me  more  money 
than  my  first  pimp,  Frank.  But  he  was  so  busy 
with  his  business  that  I left  him,  although  I 
don’t  think  he  had  any  other  woman. 

“I  work  in  a joint  where  there  are  eight  girls, 
six  of  them  have  pimps.  The  other  girl  without 
a pimp  is  Bobby.  She  left  hers  because  he  beat 
her  up. 

“We  earn  about  $95  a week,  and  seldom 
take  a pinch,  but  have  to  run  often,  and  some- 
times the  joint  is  closed  for  days  or  hours.  The 
keeper  of  the  joint  takes  off  $4  a day  for  board. 
This  is  just  for  our  meals,  towels  and  pro- 
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tection.  We  don’t  sleep  there.  I give  $i  tip 
per  week  to  the  maid,  and  $i  a week  to  the 
roper. 

“My  expenses  are:  room  $9  a week;  meals 
$1.25  a day;  taxicab  $3  per  week;  beauty 
shop  $2  per  week;  pair  of  stockings  nearly 
every  day,  7 pairs  for  $7;  pair  of  shoes  a 
month,  $7;  a dress  a month  $10;  winter  coat, 
$38;  silk  apron  for  the  joint,  $5;  and  last  two 
months,  teddies  $2.75  apiece,  and  I buy  six 
of  them  a year;  cigarettes  $1  a week;  $3  a 
week  for  doctor  and  medicine. 

“I  give  my  mother  $10  a week.  When  I had 
a pimp  he  wouldn’t  let  me  do  it.  He  wanted 
all  the  money  for  himself.  I don’t  work  steady. 
If  I am  alone  I can  help  my  mother  and  save 
$40  a week.  I hope  to  God  I never  have 
another  pimp.” 


ruth’s  story 

“I  had  two  years  high  school,  after  which  I 
went  to  work  as  a stenographer.  I am  now 
twenty-one  years  old.  At  the  age  of  fifteen  I 
was  seduced  by  my  father.  Shortly  after  this 
I left  home,  and  lived  away  from  home  since 
that  time.  I supported  myself  as  a steno- 
grapher. In  the  early  part  of  December,  1 929, 
one  year  ago  now,  through  lack  of  employment 
I was  forced  to  give  up  my  apartment  and  rent 
a room  in  a rooming  house.  This  rooming 
house  was  a three-story  building,  and  I took  a 
room  on  the  third  floor.  Shortly  after  moving 
into  this  rooming  house  the  landlady  intro- 
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duced  me  to  a girl  who  lived  on  the  first  floor. 

“At  that  time  I had  no  idea  that  this  girl  was 
a whore.  In  fact,  I lived  at  this  place  for  two 
months  before  knowing  that  the  first  floor  of 
this  house  was  being  used  as  a notch  house. 
This  girl,  Anna,  and  I became  very  good 
friends,  often  going  out  on  dates  together.  I 
also  gradually  became  friendly  with  the  land- 
lady of  this  place.  She  at  this  time,  as  I found 
out  later,  had  three  girls  hustling  in  the  joint, 
which  of  course  included  my  girl  friend.  This 
landlady  finally  told  me  after  I had  lived  in  the 
house  for  two  months  just  what  she  was  doing 
on  the  first  floor,  and  suggested  that  as  I wTas 
not  working,  and  broke  most  of  the  time,  I 
make  a little  side  money.  This  was  to  me 
unthinkable.  My  girl  friend,  after  I found  out 
what  she  was  doing,  would  say  to  me,  ‘Ruth, 
why  be  foolish?  It  is  easy  money,  and  plenty 
of  it,’  but  I couldn’t  see  it.  There  was  at  this 
time  one  of  the  customers  of  the  house  con- 
stantly asking  the  landlady  to  fix  him  up  with 
me. 

“One  day  the  landlady  called  me  down- 
stairs, and  said  ‘Ruth,  Freddie  is  in  the  room 
there,  go  on  in  and  “trick  him”.’  As  it 
happened  at  this  time  I was  absolutely  broke, 
and  owed  her  a week’s  rent.  I still  hesitated, 
but  finally  was  won  over.  I went  in  the  room 
and  received  $10  for  my  first  ‘trick’  in  the 
racket.  After  that  and  within  a very  short 
time  I naturally  drifted  in,  until  about  two 
weeks  later  I became  an  inmate  of  this  house. 
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I continued  working  in  this  house  until  the 
early  part  of  June,  when  my  girl  friend  and  I 
went  riding  after  the  house  closed  with  an  ex- 
sweetheart of  mine,  and  another  fellow.  There 
was  an  automobile  crash,  and  my  girl  friend 
and  I both  woke  up  in  the  hospital. 

“The  next  day  her  ex-pimp  and  a friend  of 
his  came  to  see  her.  I was  introduced  to  both 
of  them.  I was  rather  attracted  to  her  man’s 
friend,  Jack.  He  called  on  me  every  day  from 
then  on,,  and  it  was  only  a step  from  this  to 
loving  him.  I was  in  bed  from  this  accident 
about  three  weeks.  Jack  was  constantly  being 
praised  and  sold  me  by  my  friend  Anna  and 
her  man.  By  this  time  I knew  that  he  was  a 
pimp  with  a girl  in  the  racket.  But  by  the 
time  I was  well  I thought  so  much  of  him  I 
didn’t  care,  as  I wanted  him  for  my  man. 
Upon  my  recovery  we  started  living  together, 
and  he  put  me  in  another  house  to  work. 

“I  have  been  with  him  six  months,  he  staying 
with  me  one  night,  and  with  this  other  woman 
the  next  night.  I hope  to  and  really  believe 
that  some  day  in  the  near  future  I will  be  his 
only  woman.  I am  well  taken  care  of,  and  am 
happy.” 


CHAPTER  XVI 


The  Pimp , the  Reformer  and  the  Learned 
Professions 

Humanity  in  its  social  evolution  has  arrived 
at  a strange  state.  The  study  of  present-day 
morality  and  mankind’s  effort  to  reform  the 
other  fellow”  is  one  of  the  most  tragic  and 
amusing  phenomena  that  thoughtful  men  ever 
attempted  to  fathom.  “There  is  nothing  hid 
that  shall  not  be  uncovered,”  and  there  is 
nothing  that  the  select  few  know  that  shall  not 
be  the  scandal  of  the  publicans  and  the  sinners. 
There  is  no  more  real  ignorance  in  the  world. 
Illiteracy  is  rare  in  America,  even  among  the 
“ignorant  foreigners.”  Almost  everybody  in 
the  racket  has  been  in  high  school,  and  there 
are  a couple  of  million  college  graduates 
walking  the  streets. 

When  I hear  the  talks  at  the  ladies’  clubs, 
and  when  I read  the  social  and  sex  hygiene 
literature  put  out  by  the  social  agencies  I want 
to  laugh,  but  usually  I sigh.  Somebody  ought 
to  tell  these  propagandists  that  America  has 
been  wised  up  and  even  though  it  has  a low 
moral  tone  it  possesses  a high  intellectual 
understanding.  I have  seen  educators  stand 
up  in  a classroom  and  blush  when  they  men- 
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tioned  the  astounding  fact  that  a female  had 
two  ovaries,  and  this  was  before  an  audience 
that  not  only  knew  the  anatomy  of  sex,  but 
had  experienced  much  of  its  physiology,  and 
some  of  the  listeners  had  venereal  diseases. 

I was  talking  to  a hustler  in  my  office  the 
other  day,  reminding  her  that  it  was  wicked 
and  stupid  to  sell  her  body  and  support  a pimp. 
I said,  “You  must  be  very  dumb  to  be  a $ 2 
whore.”  She  answered  “Is  that  so?  Do  you 
know  what  my  I.Q^.  was  when  I was  going  to 
school  at  the  University  of  Minnesota?”  I 
admitted  I did  not.  She  said,  “Well,  I’ll  tell 
you,  it  was  120.” 

Recently  I lectured  to  a class  in  sociology  in 
a junior  college  in  Chicago.  I talked  on  social 
outcasts,  and  my  address  was  followed  by 
questions.  Those  kids,  beautiful,  intelligent 
boys  and  girls  of  seventeen,  eighteen,  nineteen 
and  twenty  asked  me  the  most  intimate  ques- 
tions in  the  frankest  manner  about  birth  con- 
trol, free  love,  Bolshevism.  They  knew  much 

of  the  modern  literature  dealing  with  sex  and 
psychology. 

.Con  Fat,  an  old  pal  of  mine  whom  I rambled 
with  thirty  years  ago,  is  one  of  the  best  con- 
men  m Amenca.  He  has  travelled  everywhere 
and  sold  most  everything  that  was  fakish  and 
crooked.  He  has  sold  lightning  rods  to  farmers, 
and  imitation  silk  to  their  wives.  He  has 
taken  subscriptions  to  non-existent  periodicals; 
peddled  Oriental  rugs  (manufactured  in  Mil- 
waukee) to  the  new-rich,  naughty  post-cards 
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to  the  country  boobs;  followed  the  carnivals, 
and  worked  crooked  wheels  and  games  of 
chance.  He  sold  carloads  of  supposed  “hot” 
stuff  that  he  bought  at  the  Jewish  auction  sales 
to  sporting  women  at  2,000  per  cent,  profit. 
He  is  a natural  born  salesman,  and  could  sell 
anything  that  was  crooked.  He  just  couldn’t 
sell  legitimate  articles  no  matter  how  great  a 
profit  he  could  make. 

“Fat”  said  to  me,  “I  tell  you,  Doc.,  the 
people  of  this  country  are  being  wised  up. 
There  are  no  more  suckers  to  trim.  The  dumb 
farmer  is  a thing  of  the  past.  You  meet  few 
ignorant  housewives  these  days  that  you  could 
sell  a dollar  forty-eight  cent  rug  to  for  $10. 
Everybody  has  been  to  school  and  the  kids  are 
all  bright.  The  farmers’  kids  are  wiser  and 
more  educated  than  the  city  people.  They  all 
read  the  papers  and  magazines.  You  just  try 
and  slip  something  over  on  them  and  they  will 
show  you  where  you  get  off.  They  all  have 
the  mail-order  catalogues,  and  most  of  them 
have  automobiles  and  go  to  town  and  shop. 
Why,  some  of  these  boob  farmers  will  send 
their  wives  sixty  miles  to  town  if  they  can  save 
a nickel  on  a pair  of  socks,  and  this  bastard 
radio  tells  them  everything.  You  just  can’t 
slip  anything  over  on  the  rubes  any  more.  It 
is  the  same  with  the  whores’  business.  I used 
to  travel  with  a couple  of  broads,  and  we  made 
the  country  fairs.  The  girls  used  to  work  with 
us  as  stalls.  They  would  get  acquainted  with 
farmer  Johns  and  would  get  $10,  $20  and  even 
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$50  from  them.  You  just  try  and  get  that  kind 
of  money  now.  The  farmers’  kids  know  the 
price.  They  take  their  old  lizzie  out  Saturday 
night,  and  travel  fifty  or  one  hundred  and  fifty 
miles  to  a burg  where  there  is  a line,  or  some 
roadhouse,  and  they  get  taken  care  of  for  $2. 

“Back  in  1920,  when  I was  travelling  with  a 
burlesque  show  selling  books  between  the  acts, 
I had  a broad  with  me  named  Mamie.  There 
wasn’t  a week  that  she  didn’t  knock  ofif  $200, 
and  she  didn’t  have  to  take  very  many  Tricks’ 
for  that.  And  that  wasn’t  all.  She  used  to 
roll  those  guys  for  their  jack.  It  was  nothing 
to  get  a C ($100),  or  even  a ‘grand’  in  a ‘poke.’ 
Now  if  a chorus  girl  gets  a fin  for  a visit  she  is 
lucky,  and  if  you  try  to  jack-roll  a guy  these 
days  and  he  don’t  have  you  pinched  before 
you  make  a get-away  you’ll  find  that  his  roll 
amounts  to  $7  and  an  Ingersoll  watch.  Some 
of  these  country  guys  have  a lot  of  money,  too, 
and  they  have  it  salted  away  in  a bank.  They 
all  have  check  and  savings  account  books  with 
them.  I tell  you,  Doc.,  these  days  there  ain’t 
any  more  boobs.  They  are  all  smarted  up. 
And  it  is  very  hard  to  put  anything  over  on 
them.” 

God  may  move  in  a mysterious  way.  It 
appears  that  way  to  me,  and  it  also  looks  to  me 
as  if  God  is  very  particular  whom  he  permits 
to  help  him  reform  the  world.  Always  there 
have  been  bad  men  and  sinners,  and  down 
through  the  ages  has  come  majestically  the 
oldest  profession.  Tinkering  with  human 
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defects  and  trying  to  build  a world  nearer  to 
our  hearts’  desire  has  been  the  favourite 
occupation  of  one  group  and  another  for  all 
time.  In  the  beginning  of  society  the  first 
tinkers  with  human  defects  and  patchers-up  of 
immorality  were  members  of  the  group  itself. 
In  primitive  society  they  adjusted  their  own 
morals.  Later  they  evolved  a chief,  and  he 
was  supposed  to  know  what  was  good  and  what 
people  ought  to  do.  The  next  group  who  took 
up  the  job  of  making  men  and  women  good 
was  the  clergy.  For  many,  many  centuries  it 
has  been  the  function  of  religion  to  point  the 
way  to  honesty,  decency,  and  sobriety.  The 
preachers  had  a monopoly  on  this  sin  business, 
and  they  fixed  punishments  and  offered 
rewards. 

The  third  step  in  the  progress  of  reforming 
the  bad  was  the  taking  over  of  the  regulation 
of  human  conduct  by  the  State.  Law  and 
authority  contributed  centuries  of  experiment 
and  tried  to  curb  the  weaknesses  of  the  flesh 
and  make  all  men  free,  equal,  and  good. 

We  are  now  at  the  fourth  stage  in  the  crush- 
ing of  vice  and  crime  game.  And  our  saviours 
this  time  are  the  learned  professions  and  the 
reformers.  If  there  is  anything  wrong  with  the 
economic  system  we  call  in  a professor  of 
economy.  If  there  is  international  discord 
and  war,  we  arrange  for  a conference  of  the 
professors  of  international  law  and  political 
economy.  When  the  gangsters  develop  too 
large  a homicide  rate  we  just  tell  the  pro- 
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fessional  criminologist,  and  he  explains  to  us 
what  it  is  all  about.  VVhen  we  had  six  million 
men  out  on  the  street  looking  for  work,  the 
President  of  these  great  United  States  called 
together  seventy-five  distinguished  professors, 
and  nobody  was  invited  unless  he  had  at  least 
three  degrees.  They  wrote  lengthy  essays  on 
cyclical  unemployment.  They  told  us  the 
relationship  of  the  Argentine  grain  market  to 
the  lowering  price  of  wheat.  They  explained 
in  detail  that  unemployment  crises  are  periodi- 
cal and  occur  about  every  seven  years.  Four 
years  later  the  amount  of  unemployment  had 
doubled. 

When  we  arrest  pimps  and  prostitutes  we 
have  them  examined  by  the  medical  experts, 
and  they  give  us  an  extensive  report  on  their 
Wassermann  blood  tests,  and  their  diminished 
thyroid  secretions.  We  wouldn’t  think  of 
sending  a gangster  to  jail  before  measuring  his 
brains,  and  analyzing  his  gastric  juices.  "The 
learned  profession  can  explain  everything. 

The  present-day  learned  profession  is  pretty 
smart,  but  you  just  watch  the  new  batch 
of  psychologists,  psychiatrists,  anthropologists, 
psycho-analysts,  internal  secretions  experts,  and 
sex  psycho-pathologists.  Some  idea  of  what  is 
going  on  among  the  embryonic  professors  and 
experts  can  be  gleaned  by  looking  over  the 
themes  of  students’  dissertations  on  sociology. 
In  the  old  days,  when  a student  prepared  "his 
thesis  for  his  doctor’s  or  master’s  degree,  he 
would  write  on  fossil  fishes  or  George  Washing- 
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ton.  The  things  they  write  about  now  may 
surprise  some  folks.  The  following  is  a list  of 
the  titles  of  some  of  the  theses: 

The  Social  Antecedents  of  a Slum. 

Technique  and  Outcome  of  Juvenile  Probation. 

Migration  and  Mobility  in  Relation  to  Social  Change. 

The  Concept  of  the  Self  Embodied  in  Modern, 
Social  and  Psychological  Literature. 

An  Ecological  Study  of  Negro  Crime  in  Durham, 
North  Carolina. 

The  Personality  of  Gifted  Children. 

Rooming-House  Life  in  the  Lower  North  Side. 

Organized  Crime. 

The  After-Career  of  500  Paroled  Prisoners  in 
Wisconsin. 

Social  Psychology  of  Reform  Movements. 

Opinions  on  Punishment. 

The  Problem  of  Illegitimacy. 

What  Produces  a Radical. 

Effect  of  Divorce  upon  the  Children. 

A Sociological  Study  of  Segregated  Vice. 

Effect  of  Broken  Homes. 

The  Ecology  of  Vice  in  Chicago. 

International  Effort  to  Suppress  the  Traffic  in 
Women  and  Children. 

A Study  of  the  Unmarried  Mother. 

All  the  Morals  Courts  have  crime  laboratories 
and  brilliant  psychiatrists  attached  to  them. 
No  good  crook  would  think  of  going  to  jail 
unless  he  was  first  examined  by  three  kinds  of 
professors  and  two  criminologists.  All  the 
pimps  are  talking  in  terms  of  research  and 
investigation.  They  laugh  when  they  tell  me 
how  they  have  answered  forty-seven  questions 
incorrectly  out  of  a possible  fifty.  Many  of 
the  case  records  and  surveys  which  have 
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resulted  from  asking  the  pimp,  prostitute  and 
crook  questions  are  inaccurate  because  the 
racketeers  thoroughly  resent  the  invasion  of  the 
professor  and  the  investigator  and  deliberately 
give  them  “phony”  answers. 

Any  research  student  who  tries  to  get  infor- 
mation out  of  a racketeer  has  to  be  careful. 
The  racketeers  instinctively  resent  being  studied 
like  bugs,  and  they  show  their  resentment  not 
by  punching  the  case  record  taker  in  the  face 
as  they  would  like  to  do,  but  by  slipping  him  a 
lot  of  hooey.  Most  of  the  case  records  in  this 
book  were  given  to  me  by  men  and  women 
who  are  my  patients  and  my  friends.  All  of 
them  understand  that  I am  not  a reformer  and 
that  I am  the  friend  of  the  guy  in  the  racket. 
It  may  not  be  just  to  quote  it,  but  to  me  it  is 
significant  to  point  out  the  fact  that  we  never 
had  a prison  holocaust  which  destroyed  the 
lives  of  several  hundred  defenceless  prisoners 
until  we  had  on  the  staff  a half-dozen  pro- 
fessors, and  on  the  advisory  board  college- 
trained  professors  of  social  welfare,  a crimino- 
logist, psychiatrists,  safety-first  experts  and 
industrial  hygienists. 

There  have  been  prison  outbreaks  before, 
but  never  were  they  so  large  and  fatal  as  they 
have  been  since  they  have  had  members  of  the 
learned  professions  on  the  prison  staff. 

In  Illinois  the  Board  of  Pardons  and  Parole 
appointed  the  professors  of  the  University  of 
Illinois,  the  Chicago  University  and  North- 
western University  to  their  advisory  com- 
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mittee.  These  professors  represented  the 
departments  of  sociology.  The  Board  obtained 
appropriations  of  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
dollars  to  give  the  professors  the  means  to  carry 
on  investigations  as  to  what  has  happened  to 
paroled  men  and  what  types  of  men  should  be 
paroled.  They  did  a grand  work.  The  length 
of  stay  in  prison  was  increased  for  the  average 
prisoner.  More  paroled  convicts  were  picked 
up  than  ever  before,  and  as  one  of  the  convicts 
said,  “All  we  got  out  of  it  was  abuse  and  more 
time.” 

Whenever  the  judge  calls  in  the  psychiatrist 
to  investigate  a pimp  God  help  him.  And 
when  a poor  hustling  broad  goes  before  a com- 
mittee of  the  learned  profession  you  can  be  sure 
she  is  lucky  if  she  is  not  sent  to  an  institution. 
The  pimps  and  the  racketeers  hate  the  police 
and  the  judges,  but  they  despise  the  learned 
professions.  They  know  that  the  bulls  and  the 
judges  are  crooked,  but  they  feel  that  the  social 
workers  are  contemptible.  I know  of  no  one 
so  thoroughly  feared  as  the  college  professor 
and  student. 

The  Chicago  Institute  of  Juvenile  Research 
has  made  a good  many  investigations  and 
reports  of  their  findings  with  the  anti-social 
group,  and  every  report  has  only  made  it  more 
difficult  for  members  of  the  underworld  to  keep 
out  of  jail  and  to  get  out  once  they  get  in. 

I have  called  this  to  the  attention  of  a 
number  of  criminologists  and  sociologists. 
Their  criticism  of  my  statement  is  always  the 
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same:  “We  are  scientists.  We  are  investigators. 
We  neither  hate  nor  love  the  pimp  or  crook. 
Our  aim  is  to  gather  the  facts,  correlate  them, 
and  present  them.  If  we  are  asked  for  advice 
we  make  suggestions  dependent  upon  our 
findings.”  Now  that  sounds  reasonable  and 
honest,  but  it  always  works  to  the  detriment  to 
the  guy  in  the  racket  and  does  nothing  to 
eliminate  causes.  I am  not  the  first  one  to 
point  out  that  the  learned  profession  is  the 
bulwark  of  the  present  system.  It  can  always 
be  depended  upon  to  help  out  that  thing  we 
call  capitalist  society. 

The  Chamber  of  Commerce  is  heavy  on 
crime  surveys  and  vice  suppression,  and  it  is 
generous  in  its  donations.  Hundreds  of  thou- 
sands of  dollars  are  given  by  big  business  men 
to  suppress  crime.  The  Chicago  Crime  Com- 
mission has  a large  budget  and  a large  crew  of 
university-trained  men  to  gather  the  facts.  I 
have  not  seen  all  the  facts  that  they  have 
gathered,  but  those  that  I have  seen  show  little 
understanding  of,  and  less  sympathy  for  the 
misfits  of  society. 

In  every  large  city  there  are  groups  of 
men  and  women  organized  under  striking 
names  that  give  them  an  aura  of  importance. 
These  organizations  are  usually  headed  by  ex- 
preachers, and  they  have  on  their  staff  and 
pay-roll  members  of  the  learned  professions. 
They  have  a number  of  full-time  workers,  and 
some  part-time.  Their  chief  business  is  to 
locate  vice  and  suppress  it.  None  of  these 
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voluntary  agencies  can  suppress  vice  them- 
selves. After  they  locate  it,  it  is  their  business 
to  call  the  attention  of  the  police  and  city 
attorneys  to  their  findings,  and  suggest  or 
coerce  the  authorities  into  doing  their  duty. 
It  is  said  that  the  Twenty-Second  Street  line, 
a district  that  was  given  over  entirely  to  sport- 
ing houses,  was  closed  by  the  threat  of  some 
reformers  that  if  the  Mayor  and  the  State’s 
Attorney  didn’t  close  them  they  would  have 
them  indicted. 

The  police  and  State’s  Attorney  live  in 
mortal  fear  of  these  reformers,  for  they  are 
always  snooping  around,  gathering  data  which 
they  love  to  hand  to  the  newspapers.  Nearly 
all  of  the  vice  exposes  have  come  to  pass 
because  of  the  activity  of  the  reform  organiza- 
tions. In  Chicago  I am  sure  that  the  credit 
for  the  supposed  suppression  of  most  houses  of 
prostitution  must  be  given  to  the  Committee 
of  Fifteen,  and  the  other  organizations  dealing 
in  vice. 

The  representatives  of  these  reform  organiza- 
tions are  always  hanging  around  the  court 
room.  One  of  the  reasons  that  the  vice  crowd 
gets  so  many  continuances  is  that  it  wants  to 
go  to  trial  when  there  is  no  reformer  in  the 
court  room.  Many  judges  and  States’  Attor- 
neys fear  to  give  the  pimp  a break  if  there  is 
a reformer  eagerly  hanging  over  the  railing 
recording  what  the  judge  is  doing. 

I have  seen  many  bondsmen,  bailiffs,  fixers 
and  pimps  speak  to  the  judge  before  the  trial. 
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and  ask  or  bribe  him  to  let  a prisoner  go  free. 
This  is  illegal  and  bad  for  law  and  justice,  and 
as  long  as  it  exists  we  can  never  have  fair  play 
and  honesty  in  the  court  room.  But  also  a 
hundred  times  have  I seen  a representative  of 
the  reform  organization  go  to  a judge  and  say, 
‘Your  honour,  this  case  from  North  State 
Street  that  is  coming  up  is  very  important  to 
us.  The  keeper  of  the  house  is  Hattie.  She  is 
a notorious  wholesaler.  The  girls  there  all  have 
coloured  pimps.  We  have  been  trying  to  get 
this  house  for  a long  time,  and  we  want  you  to 
send  these  people  to  jail.”  If  that  isn’t  a fix  I 
don  t know  what  a fix  is.  I am  sure  that  many 
judges  have  been  merciless  and  even  cruel  just 
because  they  were  spoken  to  by  a reform  fixer, 
and  I know  some  of  these  reform  fixers  have 
deliberately  lied  to  the  judges  and  the  courts. 
It  is  well  known  that  the  police  will  resort  to 
every  crooked  tactic  to  obtain  a conviction, 
and  some  of  the  things  that  I have  seen  the 
reform  organizations  do  in  order  to  obtain 
convictions  were  as  illegal  and  as  diabolical  as 
the  human  mind  can  conceive. 

Not  one  but  fifty  different  pimps  and  resort 
keepers  have  told  me  that  they  were  paying 
protection  to  the  reform  organizations.  There 
are  many  reasons  why  I believe  this.  Chief 
among  them  is  that  in  the  list  of  houses  of 
prostitution  that  is  published  by  these  reform 
organizations  I see  certain  well-known  houses 
omitted.  Of  course  it  may  be  that  the  organiza- 
tion does  not  know  of  them,  but  some  of  these 
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are  the  largest  vice  resorts  in  town,  and  there 
are  certain  vice  areas  that  have  immunity  from 
the  reform  organizations  as  well  as  the  police. 
I have  been  told,  and  it  sounds  believable  to 
me,  that  some  of  the  reform  organizations  are 
in  cahoots  with  the  police. 

I tried  to  point  out  that  a town  might  be 
more  or  less  wide  open  and  the  chief  of  police 
be  absolutely  honest,  and  any  graft  or  crooked- 
ness be  due  to  the  double-crossing  of  his  sub- 
ordinates. The  same,  of  course,  can  be  true  of 
the  reform  organizations.  The  board  of 
directors  and  the  chief  may  be  absolutely  on 
the  square,  and  their  investigators  be  crooked 
and  disloyal  to  the  organization.  This  is 
usually  the  case.  Few  of  the  members  of  the 
board  of  the  reform  organization  do  any 
investigating  personally.  They  leave  that  to 
some  underpaid  investigators  who  are  fre- 
quently students  and  preachers,  and  these 
investigators  are  disloyal  to  their  organizations. 


CHAPTER  XVII 

The  Solution  of  the  Pimp  Problem 

“I  have  sinned  and  I am  rewarded  according 
to  my  sin  which  was  great.  There  is  no  forgive- 
ness for  me;  let  no  man  think  there  is  forgive- 
ness for  sin:  the  gods  cannot  forgive.”  So 
wrote  Voltairine  de  Cleyre. 

The  solution  of  the  pimp  problem,  like  every 
other  question  of  anti-social  behaviour,  is 
simple,  direct,  and  sure.  “The  way  of  the 
transgressor  is  hard,”  and  the  pimp  reaps  what 
he  sows,  and  it  is  a huge  harvest. 

The  pimp  must  live  day  and  night  in  an 
ungodly,  vulgar  atmosphere,  largely  shut  off 
from  honest,  decent  people.  His  environment 
is  sordid,  artificial  and  deadening.  He  has  the 
respect  of  no  high-minded  man  or  woman. 
The  crowd  that  praises  him  and  bulls  him 
along  is  lying  to  him,  and  deep  in  his  heart  he 
knows  it.  The  pimp  is  denied  that  most 
precious  gift  to  mankind,  the  good-will  and 
approbation  of  his  fellow  man.  No  pimp  can 
dress  well  enough  or  wear  jewellery  so  expen- 
sive that  the  best  elements  in  the  community 
will  admne  him.  He  is  anathema,  a social 
pariah.  In  his  home,  on  the  streets,  in  jail,  he 
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is  the  most  hated  and  contemptible  of  all 
racketeers,  and  he  is  never  permitted  to  forget 
it.  Great  was  his  sin  and  great  is  his  punish- 
ment. 

The  pimp  must  love  a woman,  at  least  like 
her  enough  to  tolerate  her — a woman  who  gives 
her  body  and  soul  to  all  comers.  His  woman 
must  take  black  and  white,  sick  and  diseased, 
crooked  and  defiled  customers.  The  body  his 
woman  brings  to  him  is  often  bruised  and 
diseased  and  racked  with  pain,  and  always 
defiled.  Night  after  night  he  must  caress  that 
body. 

The  pimp  must  humour  a woman  who  is 
exhausted  and  nervous  and  often  unhappy.  A 
woman  who  is  often  hysterical  and  frequently 
insane,  a woman  whose  natural  desire  for  a 
child  can  never  be  granted. 

A pimp  must  look  into  a woman’s  eyes  that 
shine  forth  hatred,  fear,  pity,  tragedy.  He 
must  kiss  lips  that  have  kissed  a dozen  other 
men  that  day,  and  lips  that  utter  lies. 

A pimp  must  be  always  conscious  that  when 
he  takes  his  woman  into  his  arms  to  embrace 
her  she  may  poison  him  with  gonorrhoea  or 
syphilis.  Never  a contact  without  a worry. 
Yes,  the  most  beautiful  thing  in  the  world  to 
him  is  the  most  terrible. 

The  pimp  lives  daily  in  fear  of  the  law.  He 
can  never  be  certain  of  a good  night’s  sleep. 
He  can  never  know  when  his  girl  may  be 
picked  up  by  the  police.  Daily,  hourly,  the 
police  are  watching  his  little  family,  ready  to 
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pounce  upon  them,  ready  to  take  away  his 
liberty,  and  to  make  him  spend  his  last  dollar 
for  defence. 

The  pimp  must  share  his  ill-gotten  gains  with 
police  and  politicians  who  will  squander  it  in 
ways  that  he  would  like  for  himself.  He  must 
give  the  hard-earned  cash  to  the  very  men  who 
the  next  hour  or  the  next  week  will  jail  him, 
possibly  submit  him  to  the  third  degree,  and 
the  officer  who  took  his  last  $10  may  the  next 
day  perjure  himself  on  the  witness  stand  and 
send  him  to  the  penitentiary.  The  pimp  may 
be  patiently  waiting  at  home  for  his  lover’s 
bank  roll,  and  be  told  that  she  had  to  slip  her 
only  $20  to  the  bulls  to  avoid  arrest. 

The  pimp  must  keep  on  moving  and  hiding 
if  he  would  avoid  an  encounter  with  the  police 
squad.  He  must  always  be  conscious  that  when 
the  town  is  hot  and  police  raids  are  common, 
that  with  or  without  cause  he  will  be  one  of  the 
first  to  be  picked  up. 

The  pimp  is  more  anxious  to  have  his  name 
not  on  the  police  record  than  he  is  to  have  his  name 
written  “on  the  pages  so  white  and  so  fair.” 
And  often  it  is  more  difficult  for  him  to  prevent 
having  a police  record  than  it  is  to  enter  the 
Kingdom  of  Heaven. 

The  pimp  may  admit  his  business  in  his  own 
little  world,  but  in  the  big  outside  world  he 
must  lie  and  deny  it. 

The  pimp  must  always  have  the  conscious- 
ness that  he  broke  his  mother’s  heart,  outraged 
his  father,  disturbed  his  relatives,  and  if  he  has 
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children  be  terror-stricken  lest  they  find  him 
out. 

The  pimp  must  forever  carry  the  thought 
that  his  example  is  bad,  that  his  brothers  may 
follow  in  his  footsteps,  that  his  sisters  may  slip 
and  get  into  the  racket.  He  knows  he  is  doing 
things  that  are  bad  for  the  community  and  that 
we  would  have  a terrible  world  if  all  men  were 
like  him. 

The  pimp  must  ever  be  on  the  alert  that  his 
woman  doesn’t  leave  him,  or  some  other  more 
successful  pimp  take  her.  He  can  never  have 
the  security  of  a faithful  lover.  If  he  really 
loves  the  girl  the  maggot  of  jealousy  and  fear 
is  always  worming  its  way  into  his  heart. 

The  pimp  is  sooner  or  later  infected  with 
gonorrhoea  and  syphilis,  and  these  great  col- 
lectors of  the  wages  of  sin  give  him  no  rest. 
Tuberculosis  is  always  knocking  at  his  door. 
Nephritis  is  never  far  away.  His  liver  weighs 
heavily  upon  him.  A healthy  body  and  a con- 
tented mind  can  never  be  his. 

For  the  pimp  there  is  no  safety-first.  He  can 
never  develop  defence  methods  that  will  pro- 
tect him  from  his  sweetheart’s  knife,  the  police- 
man’s billy,  or  the  gangster’s  bullet.  He  must 
always  be  ready  to  shoot  and  to  die  with  his 
boots  on. 

The  pimp  has  no  economic  security.  His 
income  from  his  woman  may  be  $200  a week 
for  months,  and  then  without  the  slightest 
warning  his  “earnings”  may  be  cut  off.  The 
pimp  has  no  financial  standing  in  the  com- 
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munity  no  credit  at  the  bank — few  resources 
to  draw  upon.  If  he  attempts  to  borrow  money 
from  a loan  shark  he  could  not  possibly  tell 
him  that  he  belongs  to  the  second  oldest  pro- 
fession. 

The  pimp  must  be  on  good  terms  with  John 
Barleycorn,  that  great  soothing  syrup  that  will 
permit  him  to  justify  himself.  He  must  wed 
Bacchus  if  he  is  to  continue  long  in  the  game, 
and  alcohol  also  has  its  rewards.  Black  becomes 
white,  and  the  sordid  beautiful,  and  his  daily 
or  weekly  jag  may  be  the  happiest  hours  in  his 
miserable  life. 

The  pimp  has  a terrible  spectre  ever  before 
him  opium,  morphine,  heroin,  cocaine — ever 
beckoning  and  enticing  him;  pleading,  “Come 
unto  me  and  I will  give  you  rest,  smoke  the  pipe 
and  you  will  forget,  inject  a grain  in  your  arm 
and  your  degradation  will  disappear  and  you 
will  climb  the  mountains  of  accomplishment, 
sniff  these  snow-like  flakes  of  cocaine  and  you 
will  have  courage  to  do  heroic  things.”  The 
moie  biilliant  and  clever  a pimp  is  the  greater 
his  liability  to  dope. 

The  pimp  stands  on  the  highway  with  two 
roads  before  him,  both  rocky  and  strewn  with 
the  corpses  of  dead  hopes  and  thwarted  desires. 
One  road  leads  to  the  narrow,  cheap  life  of  a 
“coffee-and”  pimp;  the  other  is  lit  with  the 
bright  lights.  There  he  can  meet  adventure 
power,  thrills,  a dramatic  ending.  This  road 
is  the  road  of  crime  and  large  returns.  Boot- 
1 eggmg,  robbery,  embezzlement,  keeper,  vice- 


THE  SOLUTION 


247 

lord,  all  offer  their  rewards  to  him.  Often  his 
crime  succeeds  for  a short  while,  and  then  must 
come  failure,  jail,  death. 

The  pimp  must  gamble.  He  gambles  with 
life,  and  so  he  must  gamble  with  cards,  with 
ponies,  with  dice,  with  sports.  He  is  always 
possessed  by  the  delusion  that  some  day  he  will 
win,  some  day  he  will  make  enough  to  get  out 
of  the  racket,  some  day  he  will  cheat  another 
fellow  out  of  enough  to  get  on  the  velvet.  And 
day  after  day  and  week  after  week  he  chases  the 
rainbow  and  sees  his  ill-gotten  wealth  slip 
through  his  fingers;  he  tries  to  stop  it,  but  when 
once  the  gambling  germ  has  entered  his  blood 
he  cannot  get  away  from  it,  and  he  must 
gamble.  If  he  can’t  put  $100  on  the  fight  he 
will  put  50  cents  on  the  ponies. 

The  pimp’s  business  is  temporary.  Even 
though  he  wants  to  continue  it  with  all  of  his 
heart  circumstances  may  make  it  impossible. 

Finally  no  child  will  there  be  to  rise  up  and 
call  him  father,  and  posterity  shall  curse  him. 

Bessie,  a tall,  amazonic  blonde  with  blue 
eyes  and  a superb  carriage,  came  to  my  office 
first  as  a patient.  She  was  what  the  boys  call 
a little  tramp  and  chippie.”  She  was  only 
seventeen,  but  almost  6 feet  tall,  and  weighed 
180  lb.  Her  mother  was  dead,  and  she’had 
lived  with  her  father  and  two  young  brothers. 
While  her  father  was  at  work  she  used  to  invite 
the  loafers  in  the  neighbourhood  to  eat  her 
father’s  food  and  have  other  refreshments.  She 
began  to  steal  her  father’s  money,  and  to  forge 
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checks.  Her  father  couldn’t  stand  it  any  more, 
and  she  left  home  to  be  a tramp.  She  slept  here 
and  there,  often  in  the  park.  She  shared  her 
body  for  an  ice  cream  cone  or  a hot  dog. 
Occasionally  some  one  would  buy  her  a pair  of 
stockings  or  give  her  a dollar. 

Bessie  used  to  hang  around  my  office,  and 
she  got  acquainted  with  Laura,  a hustler,  who 
had  a pimp.  Occasionally  Laura  would  take 
Bessie  out  to  dinner  or  to  a cabaret.  Bessie 
began  to  hear  her  talk  about  the  big  money  in 
the  racket,  and  one  day  she  said  to  a friend: 
“I  think  I would  like  to  be  a whore.  I have 
given  a million  dollars’  worth  away  and  there 
is  no  reason  I shouldn’t  cash  in  on  it.  Do  you 
know  where  I can  get  a job?” 

This  friend  replied:  “Bessie,  have  you 
thought  it  over?  Do  you  know  what  you’ve 
said?  Now,  if  you  really  want  to  be  a whore, 
and  nothing  will  stop  you,  I will  tell  you  where 
you  can  get  a job.  Do  you  see  that  big  building 
over  there?  Do  you  notice  that  floor  that  is 
heavily  curtained?  That  is  a whore  house.  It 
is  run  as  a massage  parlour.  The  proprietor 
there,  Nell,  is  a friend  of  mine.  If  you  go  over 
there  and  ask  her  for  a job  and  tell  her  I sent 
you,  she  will  put  you  to  work.  If  you  are 
absolutely  sure  you  want  to  be  a whore  go  to 
it.  If  you  want  to  go  to  Hell  it  is  all  right  with 
me.  But  before  you  go  over  I just  want  to  tell 
you  a few  things. 

“You  said  your  mother  was  a school  teacher, 
and  that  you  loved  her.  You  promised  your 
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mother  before  she  died  that  you  would  take 
care  of  Dad  and  your  two  young  brothers. 
Your  father  is  a decent,  hard-working,  Christian 
man,  and,  although  he  does  not  understand 
you,  nor  always  do  the  right  thing  for  you,  he 
is  trying  to  the  best  of  his  ability  to  raise  his 
children  and  give  them  an  education.  It  is 
just  going  to  break  your  father’s  heart  if  you 
become  a hustler. 

“ You  have  two  young  brothers,  and  if  you 
start  to  hustle  your  brothers  are  going  to  find 
out,  and  the  kids  on  the  street  will  know  it,  and 
how  do  you  think  they  will  feel  when  someone 
says,  T was  down  at  a joint  and  stayed  with 
your  sister’?  Now  you  have  been  on  your  own 
long  enough  to  know  that  all  hustling  girls 
sooner  or  later  get  a venereal  disease.  You 
have  already  had  the  clap.  Sooner  or  later  you 
are  going  to  have  syphilis,  and  you  will  have 
a pimp.  You  know  that.  You  have  seen 
plenty  of  girls  around  this  office  and  every  one 
has  a pimp,  and  the  pimp  takes  the  money. 

“Now  if  you  want  to  be  a whore  I don’t 
think  you  have  good  judgment,  but  I am  not 
going  to  stop  you.  If  the  memory  of  your 
mother  doesn’t  mean  anything  to  you,  if  you 
want  to  disgrace  your  father,  if  you  want  your 
little  brothers  to  be  gangsters  and  crooks,  and 
if  you  don’t  give  a rap  about  being  a decent 
woman,  go  ahead  and  be  a whore.  I am  not 
going  to  stop  you.” 

Bessie  went  over  and  saw  Nell  at  the  massage 
parlours.  Nell,  when  she  saw  what  a fine- 
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looking,  young,  buxom  girl  Bessie  was,  told  her 
to  come  back  in  the  morning  and  go  to  work. 
Bessie  told  her  friend  she  had  gotten  the  job 
and  was  going  to  work  in  the  morning.  At 
nine  o’clock  in  the  morning  she  presented  her- 
self at  the  massage  parlour  and  was  sitting  in 
the  reception  room  waiting  for  Nell  to  come. 

While  waiting  something  happened.  Whether 
it  was  “the  still  small  voice”  or  the  memory  of 
her  mother  or  the  fear  of  what  might  happen 
to  her  young  brothers — whatever  it  was,  the 
tears  came  into  her  eyes,  and  courage  to  her 
heart,  and  she  ran  out  of  the  massage  parlour 
and  down  the  steps  and  went  over  to  the 
Illinois  Free  Employment  Agency,  got  a job 
and  went  to  work  in  a restaurant. 

That  was  two  years  ago,  and  Bessie  has  been 
working  steady  and  keeping  straight.  She  has 
brought  joy  to  her  father,  and  pride  to  her 
brothers.  She  is  the  mainstay  of  the  family. 
And  when  her  father,  who  is  a mechanic,  lost 
his  job,  Bessie  supported  the  family. 

Helen  was  working  in  a joint  for  the  West 
Side  syndicate  and  supporting  a “no-good  pimp 
bastard.”  She  was  with  him  a year  and  a half. 
She  came  to  me  weekly  as  a patient.  She  was 
a thoughtful  girl,  came  from  a fine  family,  and 
was  sick  and  tired  of  the  racket.  Every  time  I 
saw  her  she  said,  “How  am  I going  to  get  out 
of  the  racket?”  I quoted,  “Ye  shall  search  for 
me,  and  ye  shall  find  me,  when  ye  seek  me  with 
all  your  heart,”  and  added,  “Helen,  when  a 
girl  wants  to  go  straight  and  lead  a decent  life 
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she  will  do  it.  I can’t  help  you.  I don’t  know 
anyone  who  can.  You  must  help  yourself. 
Just  make  up  your  mind  you  will  do  it,  and  you 
will  succeed.”  One  day  that  “something” 
happened  to  her,  and  she  told  her  pimp  that 
she  was  through.  He  tried  to  coax,  threaten, 
and  beat  her.  She  had  a “something”  in  her 
heart  that  shone  forth  in  her  eye.  The  pimp 
said,  “Kid,  if  you  want  to  go  straight,  I’ll  help 
you.  I am  sick  of  this  rotten  business  myself. 
I have  had  nothing  but  bad  luck  from  the 
beginning.  Kid,  if  you  go  straight,  I’ll  go 
straight  too.”  They  both  kept  their  word. 
They  have  been  married  for  four  years,  and 
have  the  most  comfortable  little  home.  They 
play  golf  and  live  a decent  life,  and  their  one 
great  hope  and  prayer  is  to  have  a baby. 

Mack  was  a big  shot  in  the  vice  game.  He 
began  as  a roper,  became  a pimp,  owned  a 
joint,  and  had  four  women.  He  was  part 
Scotch,  saved  his  money,  and  was  getting  along 
fine  when  he  fell.  He  did  two  years  in  a 
Federal  pen  for  bootlegging.  While  he  was 
there  he  had  plenty  of  time  to  think,  and 
developed  a change  of  heart.  When  he  got  out 
he  reformed,  took  the  jack  that  he  had  planted 
and  opened  up  a legitimate  business,  far  from 
the  vice  area.  That  was  three  years  ago.  He 
has  a wife — not  one  of  the  girls  who  helped  him 
make  the  money— has  a beautiful  child,  and  I 
think  Mack  is  going  straight  the  rest  of  his  life. 

Bill  was  a musician  and  a second-class  pimp. 
He  took  his  music  more  seriously  than  he  did 
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his  women.  Because  he  wouldn’t  stay  all  night 
Hazel  knifed  him.  “Damn  near  cut  his 
throat.”  When  he  got  out  of  the  hospital  he 
went  back  to  his  mother  in  a country  town, 
married  his  school-day  sweetheart,  and  lived 
happy  ever  afterwards. 

Most  of  the  pimps  I know  who  have  reformed 
from  pimping,  however,  have  developed  into 
some  other  form  of  racketeering.  T hey  got 
tired  of  the  infamy  of  being  called  pimp, 
stopped  taking  money  from  women,  and  now 
support  the  women.  They  exist  as  gamblers, 
bootleggers  and  crooks. 

Many  of  the  men  who  are  big  shots  in  the 
racket  have  at  one  time  in  their  lives  exploited 
women,  but  when  they  got  up  in  the  world 
stopped  it.  A few  of  them  have  stayed  in  the 
vice  game  as  keepers  and  as  vice-lords.  Com- 
paratively few  of  the  big  executives  in  the  vice 
syndicates  take  money  from  women.  One  of 
the  things  they  love  to  boast  of  it,  “I  never  take 
a nickel  from  a bitch,  I give  it  to  them.” 

In  common  with  all  sinners,  when  the  pimp 
and  his  girl  reform  they  are  quite  apt  to  back- 
slide. Ann,  a buxom  hustler,  who  was  gradu- 
ated from  being  an  entertainer,  was  working 
over  on  North  Clark  Street,  and  giving  all  of 
her  earnings  to  Harry.  Every  time  she  came 
to  my  office  for  an  examination  she  said,  “I 
wish  to  Christ  I could  get  out  of  the  racket  and 
get  away  from  my  pimp.”  I said,  “Well,  why 
don’t  you  do  it?  You  are  an  intelligent  woman. 
You  have  a good  voice.”  She  said,  “I  don’t 
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want  to  use  my  voice.  If  I get  singing  around 
the  cabarets  I will  be  just  as  bad  off  as  I am 
now.  Can’t,  you  get  me  a decent  job  in  an 
office?  I write  a good  hand  and  know  some- 
thing about  bookkeeping.” 

I tried  for  several  weeks  to  place  her,  but  was 
unable,  to  do  so.  Then  I said,  “Ann,  I’ll  give 
you  a job  in  my  office  at  $25  a week.”  “All 
right,  I’ll  take  it,”  she  said.  She  moved  out  of 
the  hotel  where  she  had  been  living  with  her 
pimp  and  took  a cheap  room.  She  was  a good 
worker,  and  splendid  company.  She  worked 
four  days.  The  fifth  she  didn’t  show  up.  The 
sixth  day  she  came  into  the  office  and  said, 
Reitman,  I don’t  think  God  wants  me  to 
reform.”  I said,  “What’s  the  matter?  Did  you 
have  a message  from  the  Lord?”  She  said, 
No,  but  yesterday  I was  ironing  the  only  good 
dress  I had,  getting  ready  to  come  to  work.  I 
was  busy  doing  something  and  the  flat  iron 
burned  my  dress,  so  I didn’t  have  anything  to 
wear,  and  I had  to  go  back  to  Harry’s  room  to 
get  another  dress.  He  told  me  that  a $10  trick 
that  I used  to  take  every  week  called  me  up. 
Now,  what  could  I do?  I took  the  trick,  Harry 
got  the  money,  and  I was  so  disgusted  with 
myself  I went  back  to  the  joint,  made  $15,  and 
got  stewed.  No,  Doc,  I guess  I wasn’t  meant 
to  be  a good  girl.  Guess  I’ll  die  hustling.” 
Fortunately,  that  is  not  true.  Ann  married  a 
hotel  clerk,  and  has  been  going  straight  for 
nearly  two  years. 

William,  a negro  pimp,  had  three  white 
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women,  and  a lot  of  coloured  lady  friends. 
For  three  years  he  lived  on  the  fat  of  the  land 
and  prospered.  But  he  took  a fall  and  had  an 
unhappy  sojourn  in  the  “Big  House.'”  He  got 
religion  in  the  state  prison  and  came  out,  found 
a job  as  an  elevator  man,  joined  the  Baptist 
church  and  went  straight  for  several  years. 
One  of  the  white  girls  in  the  building  where  he 
worked  seduced  him — at  least  that  is  what  he 
told  me.  She  just  couldn’t  bear  to  have  him 
away  from  her  in  the  daytime.  He  prayed, 
and  he  tried,  but  the  temptation  was  too  great, 
and  so  he  succumbed,  but  now  he  has  only  one 
white,  and  two  coloured  girls. 

It  is  extremely  difficult  for  men  and  women 
who  are  religious  by  nature  and  reformers  at 
heart  to  let  God  run  the  world  in  his  own  way. 
They  just  have  to  be  tinkering  and  meddling 
with  the  other  fellow.  They  just  can’t  bear  to 
let  sinners  reap  their  own  reward.  They  weep 
when  they  see  a poor  dear  girl  selling  her  body, 
and  they  go  into  a rage  when  they  hear  about 
a terrible  pimp  taking  the  money  from  the  poor 
defenceless  girl.  They  just  can’t  understand, 
and  they  never  will  know,  that  it  is  impossible 
to  save  anyone  or  to  reform  anybody  unless 
that  person  undergoes  a change  of  heart  and 
wants  to  save  himself. 

VARIOUS  FACTORS  AT  WORK  TRYING  TO  SOLVE 
THE  PIMP  PROBLEM 

The  Law. — I agree  with  the  anarchist  that  no 
law  can  make  men  better,  nor  can  it  suppress 
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pimps.  It  is  easier  for  this  group  to  corrupt  the 
law-making  and  enforcing  officials  than  it  is 
for  the  law  to  prevent  pimping.  All  the  money 
that  the  law  takes  from  the  underworld  or 
makes  them  spend  for  defence  is  earned  in  the 
racket.  The  law  can  make  things  hot  and 
difficult  for  the  pimp,  but  it  never  can  put  him 
out  of  business,  never  so  long  as  men  have  “the 
urge”  to  buy  and  women  the  “desire”  to  sell. 

I believe  that  society  has  the  right  to  protect 
itself.  I also  believe  that  the  activity  of  the 
pimp  is  vicious  and  harmful  to  a decent  society. 
Nevertheless,  I am  convinced  that  the  methods 
so  far  used  by  the  law  have  done  everything 
else  in  the  world  but  cure  the  disease  of  pimp- 
ing. 

Some  of  my  friends  get  tired  of  hearing  me 
say  that  I wouldn’t  spend  seventeen  cents  to 
reform  all  the  pimps,  prostitutes,  racketeers, 
drug  addicts,  and  other  criminals  in  the  whole 
wild  world.  Many  find  it  hard  to  reconcile 
this  sincere  statement  with  the  efforts  I will 
make  to  help  anyone  who  honestly  wants  to 
help  himself.  I have  tried  that  a number  of 
times,  have  been  bitterly  disappointed  by  back- 
sliders, and  have  had  my  confidence  abused  by 
people  who  used  my  help  only  as  a means  for 
keeping  out  of  trouble  when  conditions  got 
tough  for  them. 

However,  I have  been  made  happy  by  a 
number  of  vicious,  anti-social,  disease-ridden 
men  and  women  who  have  pulled  themselves 
up  to  decency  by  their  own  boot-straps.  True, 
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I helped  them  find  jobs  and  gave  them  medical 
treatment.  In  some  cases  I loaned  them 
money.  But  my  efforts  were  as  nothing  com- 
pared with  the  terrible  battle  that  went  on  in 
their  souls,  and  I feel  that  I have  already  been 
rewarded  many  times  over  by  the  inspiration 
these  men  and  women  have  given  to  others 
who  feel  a stirring  of  the  decent  spirit  some- 
where within  them.  Only  last  week  I received 
the  following  letter: 

“Dear  Dog  Ben, 

“Just  a few  lines  to  let  you  know  I am  in 
New  York  in  the  Correction  Hospital.  I am 
committed  for  the  cure,  and  I will  be  here  one 
hundred  days.  I have  come  to  the  conclusion 
that  as  long  as  I use  drugs  I will  be  spending 
most  of  my  time  in  jails,  and  I have  made  up 
my  mind  that  if  it  is  possible  I am  going  to 
come  out  of  here  cured,  and  I intend  to  stay 
off  it  if  it  is  within  my  power  to  do  so.  Now 
Doctor,  I need  your  help  very  much,  and  I 
want  to  ask  a great  favour  of  you.  You  know 
how  hard  it  is  for  a person  with  a record  like 
mine  to  get  any  kind  of  employment,  and  I 
want  to  know  if  you  will  help  me  get  a job 
when  I come  back  to  Chicago  when  my  time 

expires  here.  Surely,  if and and  the 

rest  of  the  boys  can  beat  it,  I can.  Doc,  I want 
you  to  believe  me  when  I tell  you  I am  sincere 
in  this.  I want  to  get  some  kind  of  a job  and 
stay  away  from  the  old  hang-outs,  and  I am 
sure  I can  stay  away  from  drugs.” 
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This  letter  was  inspired  by  the  records  of  a 
number  of  honest,  self-respecting  and  self- 
sustaining  men  who  frequent  my  office.  These 
men  were  once  pimps  and  drug  addicts.  They 
decided  to  reform,  made  the  grade,  and 
straightened  out.  My  friend  in  New  York  has 
seen  them  here,  and  wants  to  follow  in  their 
footsteps.  They  have  never  preached  to  him, 
but  they  are  living  proof  that  any  man  who 
really  wants  to,  can  live  an  honest,  decent  life. 

Jails. — With  most  modern  penologists  I 
agree  that  reformatories  do  not  reform,  that 
jails  are  breeding-places  for  crime,  that  most 
people  who  go  to  jail  come  out  the  worse  for  it. 
At  the  same  time,  after  watching  men  and 
women  going  and  coming  to  jail  for  forty  years, 
I must  say  that  while  a man  is  in  jail  he  cannot 
be  a pimp.  Also,  there  are  some  men  who, 
when  they  have  spent  miserable,  lonely  months 
and  years  in  jail,  never  again  commit  the  same 
crime  for  which  they  were  sent  up.  About 
25  per  cent,  of  the  men  sent  to  jail  are  better 
for  it  if  they  are  not  kept  there  over  a year, 
another  25  per  cent,  are  not  affected  one  way 
or  the  other  by  a stay  in  prison,  but  50  per  cent, 
are  the  worse  for  it,  and  so  is  society.  If  I 
wanted  to  reform  a man  and  do  something  for 
society  I would  not  send  him  to  jail  for  any 
crime  for  over  one  year.  If  a man  is  amenable 
to  reform  a year  in  jail  is  plenty,  and  if  he  can’t 
learn  his  lesson  in  a year  he  never  will.  If  we 
turned  our  prisons  into  educational  institutions 
and  reformed  the  keepers  and  the  wardens  and 
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the  boards  of  pardon  and  paroles,  jails  would 
be  of  greater  service  to  the  community  than 
they  are  to-day. 

Education. — This  is  the  watch-cry  of  many, 
but  I do  not  believe  that  a grammar  school, 
high  school  or  college  education  will  prevent 
men  and  women  from  becoming  anti-social. 
The  greatest  enemies  of  society  I know  are 
educated  men,  some  of  them  college  graduates. 
If  you  can’t  educate  a business  man  not  to 
exploit  a thousand  girls  working  in  a factory  I 
see  little  hope  of  educating  a pimp  not  to 
exploit  one  girl,  or  at  most  a few.  If  a uni- 
versity professor  hasn’t  got  enough  brains  to 
know  that  it  is  stupid  and  unprofitable  to  lie  to 
his  wife  and  have  two  sweethearts  on  the  side, 
I am  at  a loss  to  understand  how  cultivating 
the  brains  of  a pimp  will  cause  him  to  cease 
compelling  his  lover  to  hustle  or  to  stop  giving 
her  sisters-in-law. 

If  a college  graduate  can  read  Ibsen,  Shaw, 
Nietzsche,  Tolstoy,  Maxim  Gorki  and  Sinclair 
Lewis,  and  go  out  and  sell  fake  bonds  and 
worthless  real  estate,  I can’t  grow  enthusiastic 
about  the  value  of  distributing  good  literature 
in  the  underworld. 

If  the  majority  of  homosexualists  in  high 
society  read  the  best  and  most  scientific  books 
on  abnormal  psychology  and  attend  lectures  on 
phallic  worship,  and  still  continue  their  prac- 
tices, I don’t  see  what  good  it  will  do  to  give 
the  “hustling  queers”  who  seek  trade  on  the 
boulevard  literature  on  the  evils  of  the  subject. 
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I have  seen  girls  walk  into  my  office  with  the 
books  of  Freud,  Brill  and  Adler  under  their 
arms,  and  they  didn’t  have  stability  enough  to 
get  along  with  their  families.  We  have  tried 
to  emphasize  the  point  that  nearly  everybody 
reads  the  best  literature  to-day,  and  nearly 
everything  that  science  and  sociologists  have 
discovered  is  known  to  the  populace. 

Science . — The  great  “hope  of  mankind”  may 
not  solve  the  problem.  The  study  of  heredity, 
genetics  and  the  internal  glands  have  given  us 
some  information  about  types.  The  psychia- 
trists have  given  us  lengthy  dissertations,  but 
no  one  so  far  has  suggested  a feasible  remedy. 
The  sterilization  of  the  unfit,  although  it  is 
largely  practised  upon  this  group,  has  little  to 
offer,  because  Nature  has  already  accom- 
plished the  job. 

Sociology. — If  in  the  age  when  there  is  the 
largest  number  of  text-books  on  banking  we 
see  the  largest  number  of  bank  failures,  and  if 
a period  when  we  have  the  most  detailed 
information  and  statistics  about  the  number  of 
unemployed  we  find  most  unemployment  and 
hunger,  I am  unable  to  grow  enthusiastic  over 
the  statement  that  when  the  sociologists  know 
all  the  facts  they  will  present  the  solution. 
The  sociologists  can  do  about  as  much  for  the 
pimp  as  the  boy  can  do  watching  the  monkey 
in  the  cage — he  can  get  a lot  of  fun  watching 
his  antics. 

The  solution  of  the  pimp  problem  is  the 
solution  of  all  behaviour  problems.  It  must  be 
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individual  and  institutional.  If  a man’s  con- 
duct is  detrimental  to  the  best  interests  of 
society,  and  he  won’t  learn  by  example  and 
precept  to  fit  in  with  the  group,  then  society 
for  its  own  protection  must  confine  him,  but 
society  must  be  sure  that  the  man’s  conduct  is 
bad  for  the  group. 

Although  we  admit  that  the  pimp’s  profession 
is  inimical  to  the  best  form  of  society,  we  must 
not  forget  that  he  is  one  of  the  lesser  evils  in  the 
world,  and  that  he  thrives  because  the  public 
wants  him.  He  can  do  harm  to  one  or  two  or 
ten  women,  while  legitimate  enemies  of  society 
can  do  harm  to  the  thousands  and  the  millions. 

Religion.  I absolutely  agree  that  if  a man 
will  accept  the  religion  of  Jesus  Christ  and  live 
up  to  his  principles  he  never  will  become  a 
pimp,  or  if  he  has  been  one  and  comes  to  follow 
m the  footsteps  of  the  lowly  Nazarene,  he  will 
be  thoroughly  cured  of  his  evil  ways.  The 
same  thing  can  be  said  about  Judaism,  Moham- 
medanism and  all  the  other  religions.  I read 
a good  many  religious  tracts  describing  how 
sinners  have  been  saved,  and  1 have  heard 
many  testimonies  in  the  mission.  I am  sure 
there  must  have  been  many  pimps  saved  by 
religion,  but  I never  personally  met  one.  The 
only  two  who  were  ever  helped  by  religion  who 
came  under  my  observation  both  gave  Chris- 
tian Science  the  credit. 

Empnes  and  nations  have  not  been  destroyed 
because  men  were  wicked  and  licentious. 
Egypt,  Persia,  Babylonia  and  Greece  were 
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wiped  off  the  map,  not  because  of  the  pimps 
and  the  prostitutes  and  the  racketeers,  but 
because  of  famine,  pestilence  and  a low  birth 
rate.  There  is  no  need  to  worry  about 
America’s  or  any  other  country’s  going  to  the 
bow-wows  just  because  we  have  a lot  of  boot- 
leggers, racketeers  and  pimps. 

The  Author's  Solution. — Several  years  ago  I 
gave  a Christmas  dinner  to  the  racketeers  at  the 

Hotel,  and  I said,  speaking  on  “What  the 

Guy  in  the  Racket  and  the  Man  on  the  Velvet 
Ought  to  Know”: 

“Do  you  guys  in  the  Racket  remember  that 
history,  philosophy  and  common  sense  teach  us 
that  crime  does  not  pay?  We  are  hard-boiled  in 
Illinois.  One  year  to  ten  years;  ten  to  life , means 
life;  robbery  with  a gun  means  life.  The  chief 
parole  officer  in  Illinois  is  hard  on  the  crook.  If 
you  are  in  a racket  and  are  crooked  you  need 
expect  no  mercy  from  any  source.  No  one  gives  a 
damn  if  you  go  to  jail  and  rot  there,  whether  you 
are  innocent  or  not.  No  one  loves  you.  Society  is 
out  to  crush  you  and  has  the  facilities  to  do  so.  If 
you  have  any  brains,  bethink  yourself.  Go  straight. 
The  man  who  is  anxious  to  go  straight  and  is 
determined  to  lead  a useful  life  will  find  a job  and 
get  help. 

“There  is  only  one  cure  for  the  pimp,  and  that’s 
the  ‘cold  turkey’  cure.  I’ll  tell  you  how  to  cure 
yourself  of  being  a pimp.  When  you  go  to  take 
your  next  dollar,  you  hold  it  in  your  hand  and  say 
to  it,  ‘Crooked  money,  you’ve  been  my  enemy  for 
a long  time.  You  have  robbed  me  of  health,  friends 
and  everything  in  life  that  was  worth  while.  You’ve 
made  a dog  of  me!  I’ve  been  your  slave,  lied, 
stolen  and  done  every  despicable  thing  in  the  world 
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for  you.  Crooked  money,  I’m  through  with  you. 
No  amount  of  pain  or  misery  I’ll  suffer  will  ever 
equal  that  which  you  have  caused  me.  I’m 
through  being  a pimp.  I’m  going  to  be  a man. 

I ve  got  brains.  I have  the  power  to  make  friends 
and  my  family  proud  of  me  again.  If  there  is  a 
God  in  Heaven,  he  will  hear  my  prayers  and  help 
me.’  If  there  is  anything  to  prayer  and  the  good 
wishes  of  your  friends  that  will  also  help  you.” 

Bomb-proof  safes,  special  devices  to  catch  the 
burglars,  high  walls,  private  detectives,  severe 
sentences  for  pimps,  a policy  of  no  parole  or 
probation  for  the  criminal,  and  more  hangings 
are  of  little  value  in  protecting  property  and 
the  individual  against  the  racketeer.  Like  a 
typhoid-infected  stream  that  finds  its  way  into 
every  well  along  its  course,  so  does  the  vicious- 
ness, hatred,  crookedness  and  perversion  of  the 
anti-social  group  find  its  way  into  our  homes 
and  institutions.  It  penetrates  to  the  heart  of 
our  civilization.  As  long  as  one  prostitute  has 
gonorrhoea  or  one  bartender  syphilis,  no  boy 
or  girl  can  be  guaranteed  protection  against 
these  diseases,  no  matter  what  their  education 
or  station  in  life  may  be. 

Religion,  education,  and  example,  the 
strongest  known  props  against  anti-social 
activity,  fail  to  prevent  our  children  from  going 
into  the  racket.  The  racketeer  not  only  robs, 
gambles,  cheats,  perverts  and  injures  society  in 
general,  but  often  entices  our  daughters  and 
ensnares  our  sons,  and  unfortunately  it  is  his 
daring  that  sets  the  pace  for  some  of  the 
younger  generation. 
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As  I see  it,  there  is  only  one  way  to  protect 
society  from  the  racketeer  and  that  is  to  make 
a determined  effort  to  understand  and  help,  to 
build  a society  where  it  will  be  easier  to  go 
straight  than  crooked.  Don’t  forget  that  every 
unjust  sentence  that  is  urged  by  the  State’s 
Attorney,  every  merciless  judgment  passed  by 
a judge,  every  denial  of  leniency  and  mercy  by 
tyrannical  parole  officers,  and  every  kick  that 
is  given  a prisoner  by  a brutal  guard,  is  stored 
in  the  minds  of  the  racketeer.  It  is  mixed  with 
hatred,  vengeance  and  destruction,  and  is 
returned  a hundred-fold  upon  the  children  of  a 
society  which  fails  to  understand  that  ‘With 
what  measure  ye  mete,  it  shall  be  measured  to 
you  again.’ 
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The  Economic  Basis  of  Pimpdom;  The  Annual 
Sex  Budget;  The  Type  of  Women  Who 
Supply  the  Needs  and  the  Number  of 
Pimps  Attached  to  Them 

. Definition  A.  pimp  is  a man  (among  homosexuals 
it  may  be  a woman)  who  takes  all  or  a part  of  the 
earnings  of  women  who  sell  their  bodies  for  gain. 
He  may  have  inveigled  her  into  becoming  a 
prostitute  or  acquired  her  after  she  started  the 
business.  Invariably  he  encourages  her  to  con- 
tinue in  prostitution,  and  he  may  be  either  her 
lover  or  her  husband,  but  always  he  is  her  sup- 
posed protector. 

We  live  in  the  greatest  commercial  age  in  the 
history  of  the  world.  Ingenious  man  has 
learned  to  make  money  out  of  everything. 
The  late  P.  D.  Armour  is  reported  to  have  said, 
r ormerly  we  used  to  throw  away  a large  part 
of  the  hog:  the  bones,  bristle,  blood,  and  so 
forth,  now  we  use  everything  but  his  squeal.” 

. Everything  seems  to  have  become  commer- 
cialized, not  only  man’s  essential  needs  for 
food  and  shelter,  but  his  instinct  for  play,  his 
desire  for  adventure,  his  weakness  for  drink  and 
dope,  his  aspiration  for  heaven,  and  finally  his 
biologic  imperative.  Centralization,  efficiency 
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and  elimination  of  waste  are  the  keynotes  of 
most  of  the  present-day  industries,  and  they 
have  finally  invaded  the  field  of  vice. 

We  have  been  taught  that  one  is  rarely 
successful  who  tries  to  make  money  by  his  own 
efforts.  Monopoly  of  raw  materials  and  ex- 
ploitation of  labour  are  the  essentials  of  money- 
making. The  executives,  the  managers,  the 
impresarios  are  the  people  who  make  the 
money.  And  present-day  prostitution  has 
reached  a stage  where  practically  every  pros- 
titute has  a manager  who  is  called  a pimp. 

In  order  that  the  reader  may  get  some  idea 
to  what  tremendous  proportions  commer- 
cialized sex  is  carried  on  in  a cosmopolitan 
community,  we  offer  for  his  consideration  the 
annual  budget  of  Chicago’s  Illicit  Sex  Business. 
It  is  conservatively  estimated  that  in  Chicago 
men  buy  between  fifty  and  one  hundred 
million  dollars  worth  of  extra-marital  sex 
contacts  a year.  And  our  judgment  is  that 
fully  one-half  of  this  money  finds  its  way  into 
the  hands  of  vice  lords  and  pimps. 

The  following  table  was  worked  out  by 
Bernard  C.  Roloff,  Executive  Secretary  of  the 
Illinois  Social  Hygiene  League,  and  the  author. 
Let  it  be  understood  that  we  have  used  no 
sexameter  nor  do  we  suggest  that  the  figures  are 
infallible.  These  estimates  were  made  by  men 
in  a position  to  make  “ close-up”  observations, 
and  are  based  upon  statistics  compiled  from 
police  records,  houses  of  prostitution,  men- 
about-town,  and  sociologic  compilations. 
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ESTIMATED  ANNUAL  EXTRA-MARITAL  SEX  BUDGET 
IN  CHICAGO,  A CITY  OF  THREE  MILLION 

A liberal  study  of  man’s  behaviour  and  the 
biologic  imperative  reveals  that  the  average 
Chicago  male  adult  (this  applies  both  to  un- 
married men  and  to  many  men  who  are 
married),  lives  an  extra-legal  sex  life.  In 
Chicago  we  estimate  that  nearly  500,000  extra- 
marital sex  contacts  take  place  weekly,  or 
2,000,000  a month,  making  the  surprising  total 
of  over  25,000,000  a year.  In  order  to  demon- 
strate how  a half-million  men  find  sex  partners 
outside  of  marriage  we  offer  the  following 
classification  of  immoral  women  with  an 
approximation  of  the  number  of  men  they 
can  take  care  of”  weekly,  and  an  estimate 
of  the  number  of  pimps  that  each  type  has. 

In  collaboration  with  other  sociologists,  I 
have  made  similar  observations  for  other  large 
cities  in  the  United  States  and  Europe.  In 
each  case  there  was  a great  deal  of  similarity 
with  Chicago  results.  But  as  I have  greater 
reason  to  accept  the  accuracy  of  my  Chicago 
figures  than  those  from  other  cities,  I use  that 
table  here. 
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270  THE  SECOND  OLDEST  PROFESSION 


TO  RECAPITULATE 


There  are  579,000  married  men  in  Chicago. 
There  are  40,000  widowers  and  6,000  divorced 
men,  at  least  half  of  whom  have  an  average  of 
one  sex-contact  a week.  It  is  fair  to  say  that 

200.000  married  men  “cheat”  or  have  one 
extra-marital  sex-contact  a week.  Some  will 
have  but  one  a month — others  admit  as  many 
as  five  a week.  But  it  averages  one  a week. 
Then  there  are  nearly  400,000  single  men  in 
Chicago,  at  least  half  of  whom  would  average 
one  contact  a week,  and  there  are  also  a large 
number  of  transients,  men  who  come  from 
small  towns  to  do  their  sex  shopping  in  a big 
city. 

ESTIMATED  PROPORTION  OF  CHICAGO  MEN  WHO 
HAVE  EXTRA-MARITAL  SEX  CONTACTS 

200,000  married  men  1 contact  weekly  200,000  contacts 

20.000  widowers  1 ,,  „ 20,000  „ 

3,500  divorced  men  1 „ „ 3,500 

200,000  single  men  1 „ „ 200,000 

76,500  transients  1 „ „ 76,500 

This  makes  the  total  of  500,000  extra-marital 
sex  contacts  weekly  which  are  sought  and  paid 
for  by  the  men  of  Chicago  ! Look  back  at  the 
figures  of  immoral  women  and  you  will  find 
that  we  account  for  443,000  of  the  500,000  sex- 
contacts  required  by  the  men  of  Chicago.  The 
two  sets  of  figures  were  separately  arrived  at, 
and  the  fact  • th  ~ lly  agree  is 
interesting. 


